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Lo all good Fellowes, Profeſſors of 
the Gentle (rafts of what 
degree ſocuer. 


Inde Gentlemen,and honeſt boone Com- 
paniens, T preſent you here with a merry 
conceited Comedie, called, the Shoows- 
kers Holiday, ated by my Lord Admirals 
>) Players ata Chriſtmas time, before the 
Queens moſt excellent Maieſty. For the mirth and 
pleaſant matter, by her Highneſſe graciouſly accepred, 
being indeed no way offenſiue. The Argument of the 
Play I will ſet downe in this Epiſtle, Sir Hugh Laq; Earle 
of L incolne, had a young Gentleman of his one name 
his neere kinſman, that loued the Lord Maiors daugh- 
ter of London; to preuent and croſſe which loue, the 
Earle cauſed his kinſman to be ſent Coronell of a com- 
pany into France : who reſigned his place toanother 
Gentleman his friend, and came diſguiſed like a Dutch 
Shoomaker, to the houſe of Simon Eyre in Tower ſtreet 
who ſerued the Maior and his houſhold with ſhoocs, 
The merriments that paſſed in Eyres houſe, his com- 
ming to be Maior of London, Taciet getting his lone, 
and ether accidents;with two merry Three mens ſongs, 
Taka all in good worth that is well intended, forno- 
thing is purpoſed but mirth,mirth lengtheneth long life, 
Which, with all other bleſſings, Iheartihy wiſh you. 
Farewell. 


1 The 


The firſt Tlitec ang 
Song. . 


Othe month of May, the merry mouth of May,, 

So frolike; ſo 555 and ſo greene, fo greene, ſo grecne: 
O and then did I vnto my trüe-lolte 5 5 

Sweet Peg, thou ſhalt bom y Summers on. 


N Ow the Nightingale, the pꝛe Nightingale, ; 
The ſwer teſt linger in all the Fozeſt Quiet: 

Intreats thee ſweet Peggy to heare thy true-loues tale, 
Loe vonder ſhe ſitteth, her bꝛeaſt againſt abzyer. 


But O Iſpve the Tuck, the Cuckw, the Cucks, 
Ser where ſhe ſitteth, come _ myop : 8 
Come away J pꝛether, 3 doe not like — Cuckeo 
Should fing where uy Peggy and J kiſſe and toy. 


Orhe Montk of M ay, the merry monch of May, 


So frolike, ſo gay, and ſo g = greene, ſogreenc, 


And then did I vnto my truc-loue ay, 
SW cet Peg, * alt be iny Summers Quecne. ... 
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Ls; 


The Econ 1 
Song. 


This is to be ſung at the latterend. 


Oldẽꝰs the winde, and wet's the raine, 
Saint Hugh be our godſperd: 
Ill is the weather that bzingeth no game, 
no2 helps god hearts in need. 


Trowle the bowle,the iolly Put-b2owne Ow; 
and here kinde mate to the: 

Let's ſing a dirge foꝛ Saint Hughs done, 
and downe it merrily. 


Downe a downe, hepdownea downe; 

hey, dery, dery, done, adowne, Cloſe with tlie tenor boy. 
Moe well done, to me lefcome, 

ring compaſſe gentle toy.. 


Trowle the bowle, the Nut-bzowne bowle, 
and here kinde, c. as often as there be men to drink. 
A laſt when all haue drunke, this verſe. 
. 


Cold'sthe winde, and wet's the raine, 
Saint Hugh be our god ſped: - 

' Jllisthe weather that bꝛingeth no gaine, 

Noz helps god hearts in nerd. 


The Prologue as It was pronounced 


Make prayets the Anchor oftheir conquered hopes, 
So we(deare Goddeſſe, wonder of all eyes) X 


Mluſt ſend ys life, or ſentence ys rodeath, 


before the Quceus Maicſty. 


ſ A s wretches in a Storme (expecting day) 
With trembling hands, and eyes caſt vp to heauen 


5 


Your meaneſt vaſſals (through miſtruſt and feare, 
To ſinke into the bottome of diſgrace 

By our imperfect paſtimet) proſtrate thus 

On bended knees, our ſayles of hope doe ſtrike, 
Dreading the bitter ſtormes of your diſlike. 

Since then (vnhappy men) our hap is ſuch, 

That to our ſelues our ſelues no helpecan bring, 

But necds muſt periſh, if your Saint - like cares 
(Locking the Temple where all mercy fits) 

Refuſe thetribute ofour begging tongues, 

O grant (bright mirror of true Chaſtity) | 
From thoſe life- breathing Rarres, your Sun-like eyes, 
One gracious ſmile : for your celeſtiall breath 
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Emer Lord Mayor, Lincolne. 
Lincolne. 


Y Lo2d Papo, von haue ſundry times | 
Feaſfed my felfe, and many Courtiers no2e,.- - 
Seldome oz neuer can we beſo kinde, 
To make requitall of your courteffe : 
But leauing this Jhoare mp Couim Lacy, 
Js much affected to pour daughter Roſe, 
L. Maior. True wy gad L.92d, and ths lones him ſo well, 
That A millike her boldnefſe in the chace. = 
Lin. TUhy my Load Payoz, thinke you it then a ſhame, 
To topnea Lacy with an Ocleycs name: ä 
L. Maior. To means ts um pozegirlefo; his high birth. 
Poze Citizens muſt not with Courtiers wed, 
Who will in lkes, and gap apparell ſpend 
Poꝛe mone peace, than Jam wszth hy farre, 
Therefoze your honour need not doubt tim girte. 
Lincolne. Take herd my Lozd, aduife you what vu doe, 
A verier vnthzift lines not in the woꝛld, | 
Chen is my Coſen, faz Jtell youwhat; 
Tis now almaſt a peare ſince ho requeſfed, 
To tranell Countries fo experience, 
I furniſht him with copne, bills of exchange, 
Letters ot᷑ credit, men to wait on him, 
Solictted my friends in Italy 
Well to reſpeck hum: but fee the end: 
Stant had he iournexed thzough halte Germany, 


R Apple es Kant 


mec je ot 


But all his toyne ee eee 
þ N Sex 
ſhew his bankrupt pzeſence hare, 
Became a Shomakerin Wirtemberge, | 
A godly Science foz a Gentloman | 
Ok tuch deſcent : now iudge therel by this. 
Suppoſs pour daughter haue a thouſgnd pound, 
He did conſume moze in ane halle e veare;; . 
And make him heirs to all the wealth you baue, 
One twelue months rpoting will waſte it all, 
Then ſcksmy Loꝛd ſome honeſt Citizen 
To wed pour daughter to. 
L. Maior. I thanke your Loꝛdſhip, 
Mell Fox, n ſubtility, , 
As foꝛ pour pour Ao2dſbips eye 
But watch . ag and — heck 
Foz J haue ſent my Daughter farte enough, 
And vet pour Coſen Rowland might een 
Now he hath learn d an Occupation, 
And vet I ſcoꝛne to call him ſon in Law. | 
Lincolne. But J haue a befter trade foꝛ hun 
I thanks his Gꝛace he hath appointed him 
Chteke Colonel of all thaſe Companies 
Muſtred in London, and ths hiresabout, - 5 
Tao ferue his Highnelle in thoſe — 
Ser where he comes: Louell what newes with you - 
Enter Lauell, Lacy, and Askew. | 
Louell. P Loaf Lincelne, tishis Highnelle e will, 
That pꝛeſently pour Taten ſhip faꝛ France 
TUtth all his powers, he wauldnat fo2 a million, 
But they ſhould land at Docpe within foure dayes. 
Lincolne. Goe certifiehis G2aceit ſhall be dene, nl 
Now Coſen Lacyin ane 
Are all your Companies? _ - 
Lacy. All well pꝛepar d, 
The men of Hartford- ſhite are at ile · end, 
Suttolke and Eſſex traine in Tuttle- Fields. 
The Londouers and thofs gf Middleſex, 


Andifit pleaſ e pour acy cms 
To the Guild Hall.he c Gal reteiue his pay, 
Andtwenty pounds beſides, my Bzethzen 
Will freely giue him, to appzoue aur loues 
We beare vnto my Loꝛd your vncle here. 
Lacy. J thanke your Honour. 

Lincolne, Thankes mp god Lozd Paio?- 


L. Ma. At the Guild hall we will exped pour comming. Exit. 


Linc, To Take your laues tg me: no ſubtilty 
Nephew : that twentie pound he dothbeſfow 
Foz ioy to rid you from his daughter Roſe : 

But Cozens both, now are none but friends, 
J would not haue vou caſt an amozous eve 

Upon ſo meane a pꝛoiect as the loue 

Df agay wanton iti 

I know this euen in the hi ight of ſcoʒne, 
Doth hate the mixture al his bloud with thine; 

I pꝛap ther dae thou ſo remember Coze 
What able kaztunen wait on the, 

Jncreaſe the Kings love Which fo bꝛightiy ſhines, .. 


And gilds thy hopes; hut thee, . -- 
And yt not 1 05 a Fn —_ 


Prin the l. were 5 
So 2 p actiona in purſuit 
* ll 3 geen — 845 
in. Coze, Foz thoſe ivoꝛds here s thirty Poztugues, 
And Nephew-Askew there's a few fo you, 
Faire honour in her loftieft eminence, | 
Stapes in France faz you till youfetch her thence, 
Then Nephew clap ſwift wings on — deſignes, 
158 gone, be gone, makehaT tothe uild hall, 


There pꝛeſently Ale met vou, doe not ſtap, 
ung henaur becomes, ſhame n Exit, 


Ask. 


— — 


—  — —— - 


Shall haſt to Douer, there J'ls hel with you; 


Apſcaſant Comedie of 


Askew. pals ladly would por ng fue ft oof e 
Lacy. E de lere, le de reach hin po | | 
25% b pos 6; thecrvapes; "= 


Which nothing but wp can 
Pouthcrefvze Cofenwith the Companies | 


„„. 


D2 if J ſtay paſt my 
Away fo2 France, wee limeet ene: 
Lhe twentie pounds my L oꝛd apoꝛ giues to we, 
Bou hall receine; and theſe ten Poztugueg, 
Mart ot mine Uncles thirtie, gentle Coe. 
Haue care to our great charge, Fknow yore wil dome 
Hath tride it ſ elt un higher conſequence. - 
Ask. Coze, all my ſelfe am pours, bet harte this cure, 


To lodge m London with allſetrese,, 

Our Uncle Lincolne hath n 

any a iealous exe, that my 5 

Stares onely to watch | e 

Enter Sy. Eyrt, his wife, Hedge, re, Lone an Raft with apgeee. 

Eyre. 1 whining, leaue e whining, away with this 
whimpering, this puking, theft blubbering teares; and theſe 
wet ores, e ee arg Arad ſwet « 

ane: go to. / „ 

Hodge. a — odon- 

Eyre. peace H c duſht you — 

Firke. Here be eber env the eee ee, 

Eyre. Peace 6 tine Ficke, and by — 2 
piſherv palhery, away. Jan d man of the beit p;eſence, 1 le 
ſpeake to them an they were Popes: Gentlemen — 
Colonels, Commanders, bzane men, aue leaders, may it 
pleaſe you to gineme audience; J am Symon Eyre the mad 
Shomaker of Tower - fireet;thiswench withthemealy month 
u my wife, I tan tell you: Here's Hodge nip inan, arid iy fore 
man; Here's Firke my fine Jonrnep-man, — 1 
blubbered lane, all we tome to be ſutoꝛs foꝛ this honeff Rafe, 
kœpe him at home, and as J am a trueShomaker, and a Gen 
tleman ol the Gentie Craft, buy ſpurresyour leite, and Jie 
finde vou bots theſe ſenen yeares, | _ 
I 


the gentle Craft- 


Witt. . 
Eyre: Peace Pidzitte, — imubethar Ydes peace. 
22 Truly matter yan hall doe God god 


leruite tojet Rab and his wile tap together, ſhe's a young 

new maried woman, if you take hariuſhand away from her 

a night, vou vndoe her, 'ſhowmay beg in the day time, foz hes 

as god a wozkemanat a pzicke andawle, as any is in ow 
Iane. O let him ſtay, elſe J ſhall be vndone, 

Firke. J trulie, ſhe ſhall be laid a one ſide like a pairs of old 
&-2cs elſe, and be oc loʒ no bie. 

Lacy: Truly my it lies not in mv power, 

The Londoners art eit, paid, and ſet fozth 
By the Jecannat changea man. 

Hod then yon were as god be a Cozpozall as a 
Colonell,if yoncaanst difcharge one god fellow, and Ftell 
yon true, I thinke you doe moze than you can am wer, ta pꝛede 
ang” >) « day of his — 

ze -man- 5 

Wife. Truly Gentiemen it were ill done fo; ſach as vou to 
tand ſo ſtiffelie againſt a pe young wife, cenlidering her 
cafe, ſhe is neluly maried ; but let that paſſe : Jpzay deale not 
roughlie with her, — in a young man, and hut nei 

Eyre. Awap with pour piſherypalhery, pour pols, and pour 
edipols, peace Pidalle, ſilence Cifly Bumtrinket, let your 
head ſpeake. 

Firke. ta and the hoꝛnes to, maſter. 

Eyre. To ſone my fine Firke, to ſane : peace ſtoundꝛels, 
lf you this man Captaines, you wnll not reteaſehin, well, 
tet him goe, he is a pꝛaper thot,let him baniſh : peace lane, dy 
bp thy teares, they'll make his powder dankith; take him bzaue 
men Hector of Troy mas a Hackney to him, Hercules and Ter- 
magant ſcoumdzels, Pꝛinte Arthurs raund Table, by the Lo2d 
of Ludgate, nere fed ſuch a tall, ſuch a dapper ſwozpman;by 
the life of Pharoh, a bzane reſolute ſwozdman ; peace lane, J 
lay no moze, may knaues, 
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To haſten thicher. 
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AptraſasCemcdico 


Firke. Ser ſer Hodge hai inp: maten 
tion of Rafc. 
Hcdge. Rafe thou xt a gull l thin hand an mene n not. 


Ask. Lamine n 
Tometſoreſ, 2 00 WETTES 
Truſt me, foxpour — — 


A common fleight regard ſhali not ceſpait hin. 
Lacy. Is thy name _ 
Rafe. Ves ur. 415 2: <*: une — » 
Lacy. — ad D 3071 n 7 


Thou ſhalt not want as Jam a Gentleman. - 
Woman be patient, God-(nodaubt) will ſ end 
Thy huſband ſafe againe, hut he mut goe. 13 
Vis — — — ta. 1-21 1h; 


| — — — 2 


And doth requeſt pou with all peed you map + .9;av 
Eri Dodger. 

Askew. Caſen, come let vs ge. 
Lacy. Dodger, rim vnu befnze, — ne 'F 

This Dodger ia my Uncles paraſite, A 

The arranſt varlet that ere bꝛeatijd on earth, 

He ſets moꝛe diſco2dut a noblehouſe * 

By one days bꝛonchin in his pick-thanke tales, 

Than can be ſalu'd againe in twentie yeares, 

And he Jfeare ſhallgoe with vs to nn 1 62 


To pꝛie into our actions. . 


Askew. Therefoze Coze, Þ 
It ſhall behoue pouto becircuanſpect; 
Lacy. Feare not god Cozen. Rafe, hie to your Colors, 
Rafe. J muſt hetauſe there is no remedy, 3 708; 
But gentle maſter and my louing dame. 
As vou haue alwayes bene a friend to me, 4 1 
So in my abſence thinke vpon my wife. 


Iane. * Rafe. * 1 
* : Wife 


Wife. he canatſpoake foz weeping, | 
Eyre. Peace poucrackt groats, you wuſfard tokens diſ- 
quiet not the bꝛaue ſonlpier, goe thy wapes Rafe. . 
lane. J, J, van bia him ſhall J doe when he is gon? 
Fir. Why be doing withine dz my fellow Hodge, be not idle. 
Eyre. Let ins ſee thy hand lane, this fine hand, this white 
hand, theſe pzetty ingers mlt ſpin, mult card, muff wozke, 
wozke pou bumbalt cotten candle Queane, wozke foꝛ your it- 
uing with a pox to pan. Hold thee Rafe, here's fine ſixpentes 
fo2 thee, fight foꝛ the hanour of the Gentle Eraft, foꝛ the Gen- 
tlemen Shomakers, the couragions Co2dwainers, the flower 
of . Martins, the mad knauesof Bedlem, Fletitreet, Tower- 
fret and White-Chappell, cracke me the crownes of the 
French knaues, a-pox on thein, cracke them, fight by the 
L82d of Ludgate, fight mp fine bop. | 
Firke. Here Rafe, here's two twopences, to carry info 
France, the third ſhall waſh our ſoules at parting, (fo2 ſozrow 
is dzy) fo24uy ſake firke the Baſa mon cues, -— 
' Hodge, Rafe, Jamheanyatparting, but here's a chilling 
fo2 thee. God ſend ther to cram thy flops with Frenchcrownes, 
and thy enemies bellies with bullets. | 
Rafe. A thanke pe maſter, and J thanke you all: 
Naw gentle wife, my louing louely Jane, 
Rich men af parting giue their wines rich gifts, 
Jewells and rings to grace theicliliphands,  - 
Thou know'ft our trade makes rings foꝛ womens heles: 
Mere take theſe paire of ſhoes cut out by Hodge, 
Sticht hy my fellatu Firke, ſeam'd by my elke, 
Made vp and pinct with letters fo2 thy name, 
them my deare lane, foz thy huſbands ſake, 
d every mo2ning when thou pul ' ſt them on, 
Remember me, and pꝛap fo2 my returne, 
Panke much of them fo2 A haue made them̃ ſo, 
That A can know them from a thouſ and mo. 


Sound Drum. Enter L. Mayor, Lincolne, Lacy, Askew, Dodger, 
and ſouldiers: they paſſe ouer the Stage, Rafe falls in amongſt 
them, Firke and the reſt cry farewell, & c. and ſo exeunt. 
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 Andmakeagarlandfoz thy Lacy's head, 


Aplealant Comedicof 


Enter Roſe alowe making fl. 
Roſe. te OY 


ies, theſe Koſes, and theſe Uiolets, | 
Theſe Pin — — 


Why louc d 9 

. 

Here as a thieſe am J impꝛiſoned 

1 — within thoſe walles, 

Which were builded vp 

Jen better purpoſes: here mut Jlanguiſh. 

Foꝛ him that doth as much lament (A know) 

Pineabſence, as foz him A pine in woe. 
Sibill. God mozrow poung Piltris, Jam ſure yon maks 

Hat garland oz we, againſt A ball be Lady of the 


harueſt. 

Roſe. Sibill, what ** London? 

Sib. Pons butgad: my 1 e Pavoz pour Father, adm 
fter Philpot pour Uncle, and maſter Scot pour Coſen, and 
Piltrig Frigbottome by Dactazs Counons,dee all by my troth 
ſend you moſt commendations. 

Roſe. Did Lacy fend kinde greetings to his loue : 

Sib. O pes, out of cry by my truth, Jſcant new im, here 
a woꝛe a ſcarfe, and here a ſtatſe, here a bunch of feathers; 
«nd here pꝛecious ſtonas and Jewels, and. a pairs of garters ; 
D monffroug like one of our — — heme 
here in Dld-fozd houſe, here in maſter Bcilymounrs cham 
ber, J od at our doe in Coꝛne · hill, loktathim, om: 
indeed, ſpaketo him, but ho tome not a wo, marry gip 


Emer Sibil, 


+ thought A with a wanion, he paſt hy i a8 pzomd, marry foh, 


ere vou growne humorous. thought J : and ſo ſhut the dowzs 
 dinFcame. 

Roſe, O Sibill, howdoſt thou mp n. - 
Pp Rowlandis as gentic as a lambe 


4 


2 


the Gentle Craft. 
Fo Doue wan ener halfe le lde as he. 3 

Sibi!l. Milde: yen us inp tines — ohms vp⸗ 
on me asſow2e as bertuice : goe thy wg I, thou 
mayft be much in my-gaſkins, but in my neather- 
ſtocks: this is your fault Miſtris, to lone him that loues not 
pou, he thinkes ſtoꝛne to doe as he's done to, but it I were as 
you, Ide cry, go by lervaimo, go by ; Ide ſet my old debts a⸗ 
gain np new dziblets;and the hares fot againſt the goſe- gib- 
lets, fo2 i ener I ſigh when flepe 12 ſhould take, pzay God ] 
may loſe my maydenhead when J 

Roſe. Will iuy lone leaueme — to France? 

Sibill. J know not that, but J am ſure Jſ& him tate be⸗ 
fo2e the ſouldiers, by mp troth he is a pꝛoper man, but he ia 
pꝛaper that pꝛaper doth, let him goe ſnicn · vp poung ꝙiſtris. 

Roſc. Get thee to London, and learne perfertly, 

Uhetzer my Lacy go to France oz no: 

Doe this, and J will gine thee fozthy paines, 
Py Camb2icke apzon, andiny-RomiſhGtones, 

Py Purple ſtocki ns, anda ſtomacher, 

Day, wilt thou doe this Sibill foꝛ mp ſake : ? 

Sibill. Will 3Zquotha ? at whoſeſnit : by mytroth ves, Ile 
go, a cambzick apzon, gloves and a paire of purple ftockins, 
x a ſtomather, Ils ſweat in purple miſtris fo2 you, le taks 
any thing that comes in Gods name, O rich, a cambzicke a- 
p2on; faith then haue at vp tailes all, Ie gee Jagy Joggy to 
London, and he here in a trite young miſtris. | 

Roſc,/ Doe ſo god Sibill, meane time w3etched A, 

TW fit and (gh foꝛ his loſt company, 
Enter Rowland Lacy like a Dutch Shoomaker. 

Lacy. Bow many ſhapes haue Gods and Kings deniſd 
Thereby to compalle their deſired loues, * 

It is no ame fo; Rowland Lacy then, 

To cloth his cunning with the Gentle Craft, 

Chat thus diſguiſed, J may vaknowne poſſeſfe 

Che onelp happy pꝛeſente of my Roſe : 

Foz her haue J fozſwke my charge in France, 

Incur d the Kings diſpleaſure, and tir d vp 

Reugh hatred in my vncle Lincolnes bzeaft: 


9 pleaſant Comedir of 


Dnce moze to viel her beautie, 
Here in Tower-flreet with Eyre the @homwaker, 
Deane Ja while tows2ke, Jknow the trade, 
Jlearat it when J was at W ittemberge, 
Then chere thy hoping ſpirita, be nat diimaid. 
Thou canſt nat want dae Foztune what the can, 

The Gentle Craft is liuing foz a man. Exit. 


Enter Eyre making himſelfe ready. 

Eyre. Mhere be theſe hayes, theſe girles, theſe dzabbes, 
theſe ſcound2els, they wallow in the fat bzowis of my bounty, 
andlicke vp the crums af mp table, pet will not riſe to ſee my 
walkes cleanſed ; come out you-powderbeef-queanes : what 
Nan, what Madge Mumblc-cruſt, come out pou fat Pid21ffe- 
ſwag-belly whozes, and (wepe me theſekennols, that the noy: 
fome fith offena not the noſes ol neighhaurs: what Firke 3 ſay, 
what odge, apenmp Shop windowes, what Firke J ſap. 


Enter Firke. | 
Palker, i pou that ſpeake bandogand Bedlam 


Tal. 


this mozning, J was in a dꝛeame, and muſed what mad-mare 
was got into the ſtreet ſa ear elp, haue pou dzunke this moꝛning 


that your thꝛaat is ſo cleare⸗ 


Eyie. Ah well ſaid Firke, well ſaid Firke, to wozke my ſine 


knaue, to woꝛke. waſh thy face, and thou it be moze bleſt. 


Firke. Let them waſh my face that will eat it, god Paſter- 
ſend foꝛ a Souſe : wife, if pou will haue my face cleaner. 


Enter Hodge. 
Eyre. Away flouen, auant ſcoundzell, godmozow Hodge, 


of $@d eb mp fine Foze- man. 
Hodge. O Paſter, gadmozow, y'are aneaclip _ | 
5 2p | 's. 


. 


-here 


nith we haue Jaouthipmen cnow; peact my mne uE. 
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eee 
re to wozke m 
— 2 1 


E F 
et — und t 


talke'of faire we 
Clbwnegald ÞPlow-boyes; andthoſe thatwozke in the fields 


pay toꝛ bzausdayes, wo wozkeinavxethep, what cart Fif 


- itrame? Enter Eyres wadfhs3 , 99S Vai 


Eyre. Hense dame rie, nme 


and ive; call vp che dꝛabs your m, uv 


Wife. Me to riſe: J hopt — — 
ſoz any Woman to be (a1: ab1oay, 4 maruellenu mann 
wines in Tower tet arvvpioſione: Goto metis net nbne, 

N ars gd F U 954564 + 21754 
Byte att Margerie, peach, whorpw(ady B tri 
maid : ſhe bath a — fault, — es 
Nuoans by; if wantthae thzev,,Flefwingeher in a 
COU DB \ — 6@y B a) Way ne 
Buke: Pet thavs aut a deating, heey fn x ligne bf 
— * EerenLacy N ant We 
Lacy. Der was ten bade bad Geld » Fuolickf byen 
we was alsdzunkcho cold get ſtand, vpoiceſe.bycn, " 
Ta ens de canneken dzintkſrhemntangelnang} 12 nuns 
icke.: Paſſer; 'foymix life poitvers:'ah2otherofithe-Gntle 
Craft, if he bearonet Saint'Hlugtc's bots: Jtlaſf6fo@ wi 
bones, he's ſome vmundiſh mme man, hire tim god Matter, 
that J may leane ſome gibble gabble, twill maus darum e 
the fam. nn ing BY $307 3906 e 
Eyie. PeacoF icke; a herd wand, — 


Wite. ay nap! y axe — hr ho you 
ſhall ſs what will eg e ont, we haur nat men enow, but we 
erer? buttetbore; datt pales; 1 

kiodg lage God i my £21! 
her le conſume little beefe, he ſhall be glad of _ and r 
catch them. 2 H,, * 

2 I that he ſhall, BY 
ge · Afoze-adaar * man, 2 * 
wozke⸗ 


. 


EET 


——— it Come die o 
dame adue, uſuch a man at 
cammot ee mw. 


Stap mp no Hodge. 
2 —— unn r dans ben unt fake a 
— to ſtette a new Journey man, if Roger remoue, Fire 


followes, if Saunt Hughes bones ſhall not be ſet a wo2zke, J 
: may paickemineMnleinthe inols, A 


— — J tan in tarneſt. 
1 haz poweny ſkill in the myſtery 


Rs wat niet wat you ſeg ich verſkawyou niet, 
. 4 — mae, Ich berſte vntet, quath a. 
, yew, ick can dat well daen. 
Ry Pawpaw Jack daw,that 


he ſpeakes pawninglikes 
to be fed. Ls cheeſe. curds,  D hel} giue a villanovs 
at am of durthle biere, hut Hodge, and hat the han- 
— becauſe ne the delt Jaurnep- - 


wy Abet is thy name 2 
Lacy. Hans, Hans, Meulter. 


Ire . thep axttwektome, Hodze,enter 
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taine him, Firke hid him welcome, came 1225, run wife, bid 
pour maids, pour trullibus, mahe ready mf me na bzeak- 
kaſts: to him Hodge. 

Hodge. Laus, thart welcome, r thy ſclfofriendly, fo: we 
are godfellowes, if not, thouthait ve fought with, wert thou 
bigger than pant. 

Firke. Pea, and dzunk with wert thouG ;argantua mpmaſter 
k&pegno Cawarda, I telltha: hor, bop, bꝛing him an hele⸗ 
blocke, here sun, Jaurnep man. 

Ener Boy. 

Lac cy. O ich verſts you, ich moet ten halne dofſen Cans 

betalen: enn — we pe ixpoens freelicke. 
Roy, ©: 

Eyre. Quiche mipper — away Eitke, c cowꝛe thy 
th:oat, thou ſhalt wach it with Caſtilian liquour. Enter Boy. 
Cous um laſt ot᷑ the fiucs, giue me a Can, haue to thee Hans, 
here Hodge, here Firlee, vrinke nau nad Gre kes, and wozke 
like true Crovauia, and pꝛay foꝛ Symon Eyrethe Saab, 
herzHans and th art welcome. 

Firke, Ls dame, von would haue lo aged fellow that will 
teach vs to laugh, this beers came hopping in well. 

;'AVife. dimon, it is almtoſt ſeu n. 

Eyre. Ju iſo dattie tlippor dbgcen; ite leusngtische, and 
my mens breakefaſtnotreadic-tup and goe yon ſow? tunger. 
away, come you mad Miperboꝛeans, follow me Hodge, fol- 
low ine Hans; come after my fine Rirke, to wozke to woꝛke a 
while, and then to bꝛeakefaſt. | Exit. 

Ficke,- Sokk, paw; paw, god Hans, though mp maſter haue 
no moꝛc wit but to callyonafoze me, J/amnotſofaliſhto goes 
behinde vou, Jbeing the etder Journepnman. Exeunt 

Hollowing within. Kater Warner, and Hammon, 
lile hum ers. 

Hau -Colen; heat everphzakes the gau · anot farre; 

This way with winged fert he led from death, 

hut the perſ uing hounds lenting his eps, 

Find out his high way to deſtruction. RO 4c 4 
Beſides, the Millers boy told me cuen now. 


Be (aw him takeſoile and he n 8 a 
Atlirming 


and auer the pale, J wot well, I lak t as paleas anew cheeſ 


Wl 


_ 


— — - SF Zzs 
— — — — 


— 
—— ˖ 


— — 
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Affirminghimſoemboſt, - lent bd 0: 1 0 
That lang he caula nat hold, 100774411 % 
Warner. Ik it be ſo, 


Tis bell ius trace — by Old-Fopd. 


Ade hustet within eurer a | 
Himmon, How now boy, EI ? ſpeaks, 


(am ' thou him. 


Hey. ODpea. A faw bim leape ug a hedge, and then 
over a ditch, then at my LozTMYapozspalg auer he ſkipf we, 
an? in he went me, and holla the hunters cride, and there bop, 
there pop, but thete he iaa mine haneſtis, 

Hammon. Boy Gad a mercie, Coſen let a away, - 

I hope Ichall finde better ſpoꝛt today. Exeunt, 
' Huming within, enter Roſe and Sib'ill. 

Rok. TUhy Sibill, wilt thou pꝛaus a Fozreſter: 

Sibill. Uponſome no, Fogreſter goa by: no faith milris, 
the Pere cane running into the Barue, thzeugh the — 


to ſee him, but whip ſaies goduan Winclofe with bis inte 
and aur Nicke with a pzang, and doiwne he fell, and they vpon 
him, and J vpon them, by my froth we yadſach ſpoꝛt, and in 
the end we ended him, his tinoat me cut, ſlead him, vnhomed 


— ij nen een when be 


. ſound e x 
Rofe. Peark,heark,the hunters come, y are beſt fake heed, 
They' l haue aſaping to pou fo this deed. 
Exer Hammon, Varner, nene. 
Ham. Gad laue pau faire Ladies, 
Stbill, Ladies? D groſſe 


War. Cams not a Bucke this wap 


Roſe. Ns, but two Does. 

Ham. And which way went they? faith wer ll hunt at theſe. 

Sibill, — — n 

War. Upon ſame, J. 

Sibill. God K ozd. 

War. Zounas then farewell. 
Ham. Bop, which way went he 2: 


Our game was lately in your Dzchaua ſens. 


the Gentle Craſt. 


2 rr way he ran inderd, fairs Piltrig Roſe, 


War. Can pou aduiſe which wayhe toke his flight - 
Sibill. Follow your noſe, his homes —— vou right 
War. Th'art a mad wench. 
Sibill. O rich! 
Roſe. Truſt me, not 1; | 
It is not like that the wilde foxreſt Deere, 
Would came ſo nere to places of reſa2t, 
Pon are deceiu d, he lled ſome other way. 
War. ich way my ſugar candy, tan you ſhelw⸗ 
Sibill. Come bp god honifops; upon ſame no. | 
Roſe. Why doe you ſtap and nat puꝛſue pour gams ? 
Sibill. Ile hold mp life their hunting · nags he lame. 
Ham. A dere, moꝛe deere is found within this plate. 
Roſe, But not the Diers (ir) juhich you had in chace. 
Ham. J chac d the Deere, but this Deere chaſeth me · 
Roſe. The ſtrangeſt hunting that euer I ſer, 
But where s pour par ke: 
She offers to goe away. 
Ham. Tis here: O lay: 
| Roſe. Impala me,and then 4 will not ran. 1137 
War. y wzangls wench,we are moze kinds than they. 
Sibill. Mhat kinde of heart is that (dere your] pou ſceke⸗ 
War. A Hart, diers heart. | 
Sibill. TUho euer ſaw the like: 
Roſe. Toloſs your heart, is t paſthle you tun? 
Ham. Þp heart is loſt, 
Roſe. Alache god Gentleman. 
Ham, This poze loſt heart would J with pou mipht finde. 
. Roſe. ,Pou hy ſuch lucke might pꝛoue your Part a Hind. 
Ham. Why Lucke had hoꝛnes, ſo haun J heard ſome ſay ? 
Roſe, Naw Godand'tbe his will lend lucke into pour way. 
Enter L. Mayor and ſeruants. | 
L. Ma. What P. Hammon, welcome to Old- Foꝛd. 
Sibill. Gods pittikins, hands off fir, here amy Lozd- 
L. Ma. 4 — pou had ill _ and loſt peur game. 


3 Ham, 


deales fo2 him, foꝛ the laue he beares to Fans, ''offcrg'my ma- 


Ham. Tis true my Loꝛd. 
L. Mayor. Jam ſozy ze 
Uhat gentleman is this! 

Ham. y hꝛother in taw. 

L. Ma. P'are welcome both, fith octane offers vou 
Into my hands, vou ſhall not part from hence, 
Untill you haue refreſht your wearred limbes. 
Soe Sibill cover the bord, youſhall —— 
To no god chere, but euen a hunters fealt. 

Ham. I thanke your Lo2dlhip: Coſen, onmy life, 
F 02 orr loſt veniſon ſhall finde a wife. Excunt, 

I. Ma, Ingentlemen, Ale not be abſent long, 

This Hammon is a paoper gentleman, 
A Citizen by birth, fairety allide, 
Vob fit a huſband were he fo2 mp girle - 
Tell, J will in, and dae the beſt J can, a f 
To match my daughter to this gentieman, mor Exit, 


Enter Lacy, Skipper, Hodge, and Fi lies: 

Skip. Ick ſal yow wat ſeggen Hans, dis-fkipdaf comen 
from Candvisalwol, by Gotsfacrament, van ſugar, ciuct, 
almond, Cambꝛicke, end alle dingen towſand towfand ding, 
nempt it Hans, nempt it voz bmeſter daer be de bills van 
laden, paur maſter Symon 1455 ſal ae wat fcg- 


eren 


det — vn ſwannckiu, dare call 4 dis kuipper e end 
me, wat ſeggen vow bꝛoder Firke ? dot it Hodge, toine 
Skipper. Exeunt. 

Firke, Bzinghimqd.pou,bere's uo knarecrie, to bꝛing mv 
maſter to buy a ſhip, woꝛth the lading of 2. 52. himd2cd thou 
ſand pounds, alas that anothing, a trie, c bable kHechse. 

Hodge. Che truth is Firke: that the Harchant owner of the 
Ship dares not ſhewhis head, and therefoꝛe this Skipper that 


ſter Fyre a bargains in the commodities, he half haue arcafd- 
nable 
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nable day of payment, he may lell the warts by that fime and 
be an huge gamer himſelfe. 

Pe. Peg, but _ fellow? ans lend muy maſter twenty 
pentines as un exrnell penaie. | 
; Hodge. Poztegues thou wonloft (ap, here thep be Firke. 
harke, they gagle in mp like B. M-ry Overies dellg. 
| — his Wife. 

Enke. Mum, here comes mp Dame and 2 — lde ll 
. fcold on mp life, foz lopteting this Pondap, but all's one, let 
then aliſap what they can, —_ aut holpdap. 

Wife. You ſing ſir ſauce, but J beſhe pat heart, 
I feare fo: this your ſinging we ſhallſmart. 

Ficke. ſmart foz me dame, why dame, why 7 

Hodge, after, J hope yowle not ſuffer my dame to take 
dane your Journepuen. 
” — Firke, nat 4 Hoi by the life of Pharzo, by 

yre. Firke, nat odge, feof Pharao, 

ths 108 of Ludgatc, hy this beard, every hairs whereof Jva- 
lue at a ings ranſove, the hall not meddle with pou, peace 
vou bumbaſt- catten- candle qucane, away Nugneof Clubs, 
quarrel] not with we and mp mea, with me and my fine Firke, 
Ite fache you if you doe. 
R — Ped yea man, poumay bſe me as peu pleaſe: buf 


Eyre. Let it pale, let it vaniſh away: peace, am not J - 
mon Eyre ? are not theſe my haaue men e bzame Shomaiters, 
all gentlemen of the Gent's Craft . Pꝛiate am J none, pet 
am 3 nobly bozns, as being the ſole ſorme of a Shomaker, a- 
— Howl Inairhs call'drubbith, 
| . g mu 
uke, fog a ft of knavss, | 
Firke. Hay 


kin, moe men thaw Hodge, and meze ſoles than Firke, ks 
| uke 


A pleaſant Comedic of 
Pirke. Holes v uniles if A tarrie now; I would my get 
might be turned to ſhoe thzead. 


Hog. Audit A ſtay, Ipiaꝝ Go ymaphotireatonTirk, 
and ſet in Finſbury foꝛ boys ta ſhot at: vome Birkel 


Eyre. Stay my fine knaues, vou armes of my trade; you 


pillacs of my p2offeffion, What, ſhall à tittie tatties woꝛd 
make pou foꝛſake Symon Eyre ? mtaunt Ritchinſtuffe, rippe 
pon bꝛowne⸗bꝛead tannikin, aut otumm dit, wife me nat, 
haue not tane vou from Telling TripesinEalcheaps,* and 
ſet you in my ſhop, and make you haile fellow with Simon 
Eyre the @homaker : andno doe pou dealc thus with ny 
Journey-men ? Lohe you powder: e een en the fate 
of Hodge: here ga face foʒ a L. 72 

Firke. And here na kate fu aup Lady cn ChMentwitte 

Eyre. Rip vou chitterling, anaunt boy, bid the Tapfter ot 
the Baꝛes head fall, me a ben Cannes of bete fo2 my tour- 
"SO 2 % "Ws, 

Firkc. A dozen cames: O bxaue Hodge n 

Eyre. And the knaue filganymozethan two, tr 
them: a dozen Cannes ot hæratoꝛ my Journey uien, here you 
mad Melopotamians, - wath, your liuers with: this liquour, 
Where be the odds ten 2:10 mme ange, no moze, well aid, 
» drinke # to wozks: what wozke doſt thuwklodge?what wozke- 

Hodge. Jam making a pair of ien cob u A845 Piayozs 
daughter, miſtris Roſe. 

Firke. And JA paier af Joes fo ag Lazdsr majde, I 


deale with her. at | 
Eyre, Sbal ge, aefile mote thy Sine twozkemanty fingers 
with the feet of hitching turk, and baſking lautes, Ladies of 


the Court, fing Ladies, my lada, commit their fœt to our ap⸗ 
parrelling, put groſſe wozka tg Hans: :parkeandſeane t yarke 


and ſeame. x . wht + + 
, Fuke. Fo: parkingamſeraminglet mentors; core ar, 
Hodge. Well cer, allthis is from the bias 255 | 
uber the Ship ray fellow Haw told vou of, thy 


= he are 2 — the Swan : here be the — 
ee Ren —— 


n:. A. 1 


Firke, 


t thoſe 


,4 


* r dt. 


the Gentle Craft. 


Ficke; May dame, if my mater pꝛous not a Lo2d, and pdu 
Lady, hang me- 

Wie. Pea like enough, if you map lopter and tipple thus. 

Fitke. Tipple Dame : no we haue bene bargaining with 
Skelkan Scanderbag: can you Dutch ſpzeaken,for a Shippe 
of Silke Cipꝛeſſe, laden with Sugar Candy. 

Enter the boy with a veluet coat, and an Aldermans 
gowne, Eyre puts it on. 

Eyre. Peate Firke, fflence tittle tattle: Hodge, J'le goe 
thozow with it,here's a ſealeringandJ haue ſent foꝛ a garded 
golvne and & damaſke caſocke, ſ where it comes, loke here 
Maggy, helpe me Firke, apparell me Hodge, file and ſatten 
you mad Phililkines, ſilke and ſatten. 

Firke, Ha, ha, my Maſter will be as pꝛoud as a dogge ina 
doublet, all in heaten damaſke and veluet. 

Eyre. @oftlp Firke, foz rearing of the nap, and wearing 
thzead-bare mygarments ; how doſt thou like me Firke ? how 
doe J loke my fine Hodge? 

Hodge. Why now von loke like pour ſelfe maſter, J war- 
rant you, there's few in the Citie, but will giue you the wall, 


and come bpon you with the right woꝛſhipfull. 


- Firke, Nailes my Maſter lwkes like a thzead-bare clocke 
new turn d, and dzeft * Lo2d, Lo2d, toſ& what god raiment 
doth - dame, dame, are you not enamonred 

Eyre. Pow ſaiſt thou Paggy,aw Inot bꝛiſk: am I not fine? 

Wife. Finerby my troth wert heart very fins : by my troth 
J neuer likt thee ſo well in my life ſweet heart. But let that 
paſſe, I warrant there be many women in the Citie haue not 
ſuch handſame huſ bands, but onely fo2 their apparell, but let 
that palle tw. Enter Hans and Skipper. 

Hans. Godden day mer ſter, dis be de ſkipper dat heb de ſkip 
ban marchandize, de commodity ben god, nempt it meſter, 

nempt it. 

Ey re. Goda mercy Hans, welcome Skipper, where lies this 


chip of merchandize⸗ 


Skip. De ſkip bene in rauere: doz be van ſugar, ciuit, Al⸗ 
monds, Cambzicke, and a towſand towſand tings, Gots ſa- 
crament, nempt it meſter, ye 178 hab god copen. * 

: Ike. 


\ pleaſant Comedic of 


Firke. Tahimmaſter,, O ſwet maſter, Dfwet wares, 
P2unes, Almonds, Suger · candy, Carretrotes, Tirnips, O 
bꝛaue fatting meat, let not a man buy a nutmeg but your ſelfe. 

Eyre, Peace Firke, tome Skipper, I le goe er with as 
Haus haue you made him danke ? 

Skip. Paw, yaw, ic heb veale ge danke. 285 

Eyre. Come Flans, follow me Skipper, thou ſhalt haue iy 
countenance in the City. - Excunt. 

Firke. alu heb veale ge dꝛunke, quotha: they may well 
be called — when they dzinkefat veale, and thiche 
ktere to: but come Dame, J hope voule chide bs no moe. 

Wife. No faith Firke, no perdy Hodge, J doe feele honour 
crepe vpon me, and whichis moze, a certaine c . 
lleſh, but let that paſſe. 

Fu ke. Kiſing in pour fleſh doerioufiele youſay 7 J, vou may 
be with childe, but:why ſhould not my maſter fete a riſing in 
his fleſh, hauinza gowneand a gold ring on, but you are ſuch a 
ow. you'e ſone pull him downe. 

te. Ha, ha, pꝛethie peace, thou mak ſt um wonlbip laugh, 
— let that palle; ; cane Jie goc in dodge, prethiogoe vefoze” 
me, Firkefollow me. 

Firke, Firke dothfollow, Hodge paſſe ont in. Fate. Excunt. 

Enter Liucolne an d Doilger. 

Lin. Wow now god Dodger, what's the newes in Franco: d 

Dodger. My Lozd, vpon the cightenth dap olf Pap, 
The French and Englich were pꝛepar ed to fight, 

Each fide with cager furie gaue the ſigne, 

Dfa molt hot encounter, fiue longhourcs 
Both armies fought together: at tjzelcngth - 

The lot of victoꝛie fell on dur ſides, 

Twelue thouland of the Frenchmen that day dds, 

Faure thouſand Engliſh, and no inan of name, » 

But Capfaine Hyam, and poung Ardington, 
Two gallant gentlemen, J knew them! welt. * 50 


Lin. But Dodger, pzethce tell me in this fight;"\ 029910 12 r 


92 did my cozen | Lacy bearehimſelfe;7 1 2: 
Dod. Py Lozdpour cozen Lacy was not there. 
Lin, Not there ? Bol. No, my god L02d. 1.2 
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Lin. „ Cn 
J ſaw him ſhipt, and a thouſandeyes befize 
Were witneſle of the farewells which he gaue, 
When J with weeping eyes bid him adew : 
Dodger take heed. 2% 
Dod, My Lozd Jam aduiſ de | 
That what A ſpeake is true: to pꝛoue it(o, . 
Mis cozen As ke that ſupplide his place, 
Sent me foz him from France, that ſecretly 
He might canuephimſelfe hither. 
Lin. Jfeuenſo, . Fe 
Dares he ſo careleſſely venture his life, 
Upon the indignation of a King - 
Math he diſpil d my loue, and ſpurnd thoſe fauour es 
Which J with pꝛodigall hand pobed on his head: 
He ſhall repent his rathneſle with his ſoule, 
Since of my leue he makes no eſtimate, 
J'le make him wiſh he had not knowne my hate, 
Thou haſt no other newes ? | 
Dod. None elſe, my Lozd. 
Lia, — woꝛſe J know thou hatt: pꝛoture the King 
To crgwne his giddie bꝛowes with ample honours. 
Send him chiefe Colonell, and all my hope 
Thus to be daſht - but tis in vaine ta; gꝛieue, 
Dne euull cannot a woꝛſe rela ue: 
Upon my life J haue found out this plot, 
Che old dog Love that fawnd vpon him ſo, 
Loue to that puling girle, his faire cheekt Role, 
The Loꝛd Payozs daughter hath diſtracted him, 
And in the ſire of that loues lunacie, 
Hath he bunt vp himfelfe, conſum d his credit, 
Loft the Kings louc, yea and J feare his life, 
Dnely to get a wanton to his wife: 
Dod ger, it is ſo. 
Dod. J feare ſo my god Lo2d. 
Lin. It is ſo, nay ſure it cannot he. 
J am at my wits end Dodger. 
Dod. Pea my Lozd- 


Lin. 
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Lin. Thonartacquainted with ue 
Spend this gold foꝛ thy — nv 
Match at my Lozd Mapoꝛs, there (if he itue) 
Dodger, thou ſhalt he ſure to met with him: 

Pꝛethe be diligent. Lacy thy name 

Liu d once inhonour, now dead in me: | 
Bt cirtumſpet + e Enit, cit 


2 


Dod. J warrant pou my Lo2d. Exit. F 


Enter Lord Maior, and Maſter Scot. 
L. Ma. God maſter Sc ot, haue birne bold with you, 
To be a witneſſe taa wedding knot, 
25ctwirt young maſter Hammon and my daughter. 
O tand aſtde, ſ& where the louers come. 
Enter Hammon and Roſe, 
Roſe. Can it be poſſible pou loue meſa - 
No, no, within thoſe eye- balls J eſpie, 
Apparant — offlatterie, 
Pꝛap nowletgoem 
Ham, Sweet ER: Roſe, - 
Miſconſtrue not my woꝛds, noꝛ miſconceiue 
Ol my affection, whoſe deuoted ſoule 
Swearcs that J love thee derrer than my heart. 
Roſe. As derre as pour owne heart - J iudge it right, 
Men loue their hearts beſt when th are out of ſight. 
Ham. J loue vou by this hand. 
Roſe. Pet hands off now : 
If lleſh be fraile, how weake and frail's your vow - 
Ham. Then by my life J ſweare. 
Roſe, Then dos not bzawle, 
One quarrell loſeth wife and life and all, 
Is not pour meaning thus: 
Ham. In faith pou ieſt. 
Roſe. Loue lones to ſpozt, therefoze leaue loue p are beit. 
L. Ma. c Ahat: ſquare they maſter Scot ? 
Scot. Sir neuer doubt, 
Louers are quickly in, and quickly out. 
Ham. Swet Roſe, be not ſo ſtrange in fanſying me, 
Nay neuer turne alide, hun not my light, | 


Jam 


- the Gentle Craft. 


J an not gꝛolons ſo fond, to fond y loue 
On any that ſhall quit it with difdaine, ' 
Ik vou will loue me, ſo: if not, farewell. 
L. Ma. Why how now loners, are you both agreed 
Ham. es faith my Loꝛd. (daughter. 
L.Ma. Tis well; nine me y your hand, giue me yours 
How now, both pull batke, what meanes this, Gizte : ? 
Roſe, I meane to line a m#td, 
Ham. But not to die one, pawſe ere that be ſaid. aſidc. 
L. Ma, Mill pou Till crofſe me: ſtill be obſtinate: 
Ham. Nay chide her not my Lozdfoz doing well, 
If ſhe can liue an happy virginslife, 
Tis karre moꝛe bleſſed than to de a wife. 
Koſe. Say fir J cannot, J haus made a vow, 
Who euer be my huſband tis not pou. 
L. Ma. Pour tongue is quicke, but P. Hammonknow, 
J bad you welcome to another end. 
Ham. Mhat, would you haue me pult, and pine, and p zap, 
With lonely Lady miſtris of my heart, 
Pardon your ſeruant, and the rumer play, 1 
Kapling on Cupid, peri iam pk ens ee 
Oz ſhall J bndertake fore martial ſpo 
Wearing pour glove at Turnep,;ah Le 
And tell how many gallants J vnhoꝛzſt, 
Diweet, will this pleaſure pou⸗ 
Roſe. Pes, when wilt begin? 
Nhat lone-rimes man : fte on that deadly inne. 
L. Ma, If vou will haue her, J'le make her agr. 
Ham. Enfoꝛced loue is woꝛſe than hate to me, 
There is a wench kleps ſhop in the old change, 
To her will J, it is not wealth A fre, 
J haue enough, and will pꝛefer her lone 
— the wozld : my god Lozd Payoz adew, 
Old loue fo2 me, Jhaue no lucke with new. Exit. 
L. Ma. Pow mammet vou haue well hehau d your ſeife, 
But you ſhall curfe your coyneſle if A liue: 


' Who's within there ? ſe pou contop pour miſtris 


Straight to th old Foꝛd, J le kepe pou ſtraighte enangh, 
D 3 Fo:e 


Foe God J would hays ſ\wozne ſys pulinggirle 
Uuould willingly accept, ELanyons, lone, 
Wut baniſh him my — — in. \ Exit Roles: | 
Now tell we maſter Scot, would you haue thought 
That maſter SuncnEyre the Shomaker 
Had beenc of wealth to bup ſuch mexchandize 2-- 
Scor. 'Ewas.well mp Lo2d,pour nour, and my elle, 
G2ew partners with him, foꝛ pour bills of lading 
Shew that Eyics gaines in one commoditie 
Liſe at the leaſt to ſull ther thouſand pound, 
Beſides like gat 71 other wer chandize. . -- - 
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L. Ma. Melt, hẽ Wall ſpend ſome of his thouſands 8 | 
Foꝛ J — foꝛ him to the Guild Hall, Emer Eyre. . 
Ste Where he comes: god mo maſter Eyre. | 


Eyre. Poze Simon Eyre, mp Lo2d, pour Shomaker. 
1 Ma. TUell well, it likes your ſelfe to terme youſo. 
Enter Dodger. 
* P. Dodger what s the news with pou 2 | 
Dod. Ide gladly ſpeake in pꝛiuate to your Honour. 

I. Ma. Fouthall, you ſhall: maſter Eyie, and ꝙ. Scot, 
Jhaveſoie buſine lle with hy Goes 1 op 
I I p2ay let meintreats 

Tothe Gmld hall, J le Fade paeſcntly, 1 
Faſter Eyre, J hope ere none to call you Shcrife, | 

Eyre. J would not care (my Lozd) if vou might call me 
Bing of Spaine, come maſter Scot... x; Excung. | 

I. Me. Ron wafter Dodger, what's; the-newes vou b2ing -. 

Dod. The Carle of Lin colic by me greets your Lo2dſhip, 
And eai neſtly requeſts ygu (it vou can) 

Infoꝛme him where his nephew Lacy ke pes. 

L. Ma. Is not his nephew Lacy now in France? 

Dod. Ao Jallure your Lozdſhip, but diſguiſ d 
Lurkes here in Landon. | 

L. Ma. London? iſt enen ſo: 7 8 
It may be; but vpon my 2 and ſoule, . 

J know not where he laß whet uy. 
So tell my L d of Linco Aurke in .qndon 7. 


Well maſter] Jodger, youperhaps may kart him, 


1 * 
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the Gentle Craft. 
Be but the mextes to rid him into France, 
J le giue you a doſen angels foꝛʒ your paines, 
So much Jloue his honoꝛ, hate his nephew, 
And pꝛether ſs infoꝛme thy 1 oꝛd from me. 
Dod. J take m leaue. 4 Erie Doc ger. 
L. Ma. Farewell god B. Dodger. | 
Lacy's in London J dare pawne my life, 
Py daughter knowes thereof, and foz that cauſe, 
Denied young Maſter Hammonin his loue, - 
Mell, J am glad J fent her to old Fo20, 
Gods Loꝛd tis late, ko Guild hall 3 muſt hie, 
J know my bꝛethꝛen lacke my compante. Exit. 


Euter Firke „Eyres wife, Hans, Roger. 
Wife. Thou goeſt to faſt fo: me Koper, D birke. 

Fu ke. J fozſœth. 

Wife. J pꝛay the run (doe po heare) run to Guild Hall. 
and learne if my huſband Þ. Eyre will take that woꝛſhipfull 
vocation of Þ. Sherife vpon him, hie thee god Ficke. 

." Ficke, Take it: well J goe and he ſhould not take it, Firke 
ſweares to fo ſweare him, ves foꝛſoth J goe to Guild Ball. 

Wife. Nap when; th art two tompendious and tedions. 

Firk, D rare, vox excellence is full of eloquence, how line 
a new Cartwhele: my dame ſpeakts, and thelookes like an 
old muſty Ale - bottle going to talding. 

Wife. Nav when - thou wilt make me metancholty. | 

Firke, God foꝛbid your Wozſhip ſhould fall into that hu- 
mour ; J run. -1 Erie 

Wife. Let mie ſir aow > zer und prahs - di. 

Ro. A foꝛſwth dame uiſtris a ſhauld id. tut the old terine 
ſo ſtickes to the roofe om umuth; can hardly licke it off. 

Wife. Tuen what thou wilt god Roger, Dame is a faire 
name foz my honeſt Chziſkan, one let that pan, how volt 
thou Hanseat 4. Ie . 

 1i/ Hans, Sotarie&youvio: fit ner an rol 
Wife. EUell Hans and Roger, vou ſee Bod bh pour 
maſter, and perdie if euer he come to be ꝙ . Sherife of Lon⸗ 
don, (as we are all moztall)- you ſhall (&@, J will haue ſome 
odde 
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odde thing 02 other ina coꝛner fo poi i will nat he yo hacke 
friend, but let that paſſe, Hans, pzay the tie my we. 

Hans. Paw il ſal boo. 1 2s 

Wife. Roger, thou knowell the length ol m lot, as it is 
none of the biggeſt, ſo J thanke God it is handfome enough, 
pꝛe ther let me haue a paixe o ſhoes made, Cozke god Roger, 
wodden heele tw. : 

Hodge. Pou ſhall.  - 55 

Wife. Art thou not acgainted with neuer a Fardingale-ma- 


- Ker, noꝛ a French-hod-maker,J mut enlarge my bumme, ha, 


ha, ha, how ſhall A loke in a had J wonder, perdie odly 3 


thinke. | 
Roger. As a Cat out of a Pilloꝛp, very well J warrant pou 


Piltreſſe. 


Wife. Inderd all lleſh is graſſe, and Roger, canſt thou tell 
where J may buy a god haire⸗; | 5 

Roger. Pes fozſoth, at the Poulterers in Gzacious ſtreet. 

Wife. Thou art an vng2acious wag, perdye, I meane a 
falſe haire foꝛ my perewig. nu 01121354 

Roger. Why iftris, the next time that J cut wy beard, 
you ſhall haue the ſhanings of it, but mine are: all true haires. 

Wife. It is very hot, I muſt get me a fan oz elſeamaſke. 

Royer. So vou had nerd to hide your wicked face. 

Wife. Pie vpon it. how coſtly this woꝛlds calling is, per- 
dy, but that it is one of the wonderfull woꝛkes of God, J world 
not deale with it: is not Firke tome yet + Hans, be nat ſo ſad, 
let it palls and vaniſh as my huſbands wozlhip ſlates. 

Hans. Ick bin vrolicke, lot ſee you ſw. 

Roger. Miſtris, will you dzinke a pipe at᷑ Tobacco 

Wife. O ſie ppon it Roger, perdy, theſe filthy tobaco pipes 


are the moſt idle lauering bables that euer A felt: out vpon it, 


God bleſſe vs, men loke not like men that vſe them. 
| Enter Rafe being lame. TUE 
Roger. What fellow Rafe? iſtreſſe loke here, Janes 
huſband : why how now, lame Hans make much of him, 
he's d bꝛother of our Trade, a god wozkeman, and a tall 
Hans. Pau be welcombzoder. | 36 4 
(TVs Wife. 


e 


TOR IF 


the Gentle Craft. 


Weis Pardie J knewhimnot, how daft thon gd Rate? 
A am glad to fee thee well, 

Rate, J would Gad yu ſaw me dame as well, 

As when J went from London into France. 

Wife. Truſt ms J am ſozry Rate to ſee the impotent, 
Lo2d how the wartes haus made him Sun-burnt : thy left leg 
is not well, twas the faire gift of E od, the infirmitie tue nat 
hold a little higher, conſidering thou camſt from France, but 
let that paſſe. 

Rafe. Jam glad to ſ& you well, and I xeioyce 
To heare that God hath bleſt my maſter (0 
Since my departure. 

: 355 Pea trueiy Rafe, Jthanke my maker: but let that 
paſſe. 

Rog. And ſirra Rafe, what newes, what newes in France? 

Rate, Teli me god R ger firſt what newes in England? 
Holu does my lane? when didſt thouſer my wife: 

TUHere liues up poꝛe heart: ſhele be poꝛe indeed, 
Now A want limbs to get whereon to feed. 

Reg. Links 2 haſt thou not hands man 2 thou ſhalt ne- 
uer ſe a ſhomaker want v2ead, though he haue but ty2e& fin- 
gers ona hand. 

Rafe. Vet all this while J heare not of my lone. 

Wife, O Rate porr wife, perdis we know not what's be⸗ 
come of her: ſhe we s here a while, and becauſe ſhe was mar⸗ 
ried, grew moꝛe Hately than became her, Icheckt her, and ſo 
foꝛth, away ſhe tlung, neuer reti ned, noz ſais bih noz bah: 
and Rafe pou know, ka we, ka th, And ſo as tell pe. Roger 
is not Firkc come pet: 

Reger. No fozſoth. 

Wife. And ſo indeed we heard not of her, but J heare ſhe 
liues in London: but let that paſſe: If ſhe had wanted, ſhe 
might haue opened her caſe to me oꝛ my huſband, oz to any of 
my men, J am ſure here is not any of them perdie, hut would 
haue dons. her god to his power. Hans, loke if Firke be 
come. Exit Hans. 

Hans. Yabwit ſal bꝛo 
Wife. And ſo as I ſal : . why doth thau * 
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thou knoweſt thit naked we came out of our mothers wombe. 

— naked we mult returne, and therefoze thanke Cod foz all 
ings. 

Roger. o faith, lane is a ffrangerhete, but Rafe pull vp 

a god heart, k naw thou haſt one, thy wife man is in Londou, 

one told me he ſaw her awhile agoe very bꝛaue and neat, wer le 


ferret her out, an London hold her. 


Wife. Alas poze ſonle, he's ouer-come with ſozrow, he 


| does but as J doe, Weepe fo2 the loſe of any god thing: but 


Rafe, get thee in, cal! fo2 ſeme meat and dꝛinke, thou ſhalt finde 
me wozlhipfull towards thee. 

Rafe. J thanke you Dame, ſince J want limbs and lands, 
J'le tiuſtto God, my god friends, and to my hands. Exit. 


Enter Hans and Firke running. 


Firke, Runne god Hans, O Hodge. O Piſtris; Hodge 
heaue vp thine eares, Piſtris ſmugge bp your lokes, on 
with your beſt appareil, my aſter is choſen, my Þaller is 
called,nap condenmed by the cry of the Tountrieto be Sherife 
of the Citie, fo2 this famous yeare nobo to tome: and time 
now being, a great many men in blacke gownes were aſktFfoz 


their voices, and their hands, and mp maſter had all their fiſts 


about his cares pꝛeſently, and they cried, J, J, J. J, and ſo 3 
came awap, wherefsze without all other , J doe ſalite 
vou Miſtris Shꝛieue. 

Hans, Paw, my meeſter is de got man, de Shzieue. 

Roger. Did not J tell you miſtris, now J may boldly ſap, 
god mo2row to your wozlhip- . 

Wife. God mo2row god Roger, J thanke pon my god 
people all, Firke, hold vp thy hand, here ga th2oe-pennie pecce 
foz thp twings. 

Funke, 'Tis but thzer halle pence, 3 I thinke:yes 'tig. thz& 
* ſmell the Roſe. | 

4 But miſtris, be rul d hy me, and dot not ſpeake ſs 


File. Cis her waꝛſhip ſpeakes ſo 4 not ſhe, no faith miſtrig 
ſpeake me in the ald key, to it Firke, there god Firke, ply — 
bufinegg 


i the Ver eU 


buſtneſſs Hodge, Hodge with a full mouth: J'le dll pour bel⸗ 
lies with god chere till they crie twang. : 
Enter Simon Eyre wearing a gold chaine. 

Hans. t mine liner b2oder, here compt um meſfer. 

Wife. Melcome home maſter Shzieue, A pꝛay God conti⸗ 
nue vou in health and wealth. 

Eyre. Ster here mp Maggy, a Chaine, a gold Chaine foz Si- 
mon Eyre, J thall make thee a Lady, here's a Frenciſhad fo; 
thee, on with it, on with it, dzefle thy bꝛowes with this flap of 
a ſhoulder of mutton, to make thee loke louely: where be mp 
fine men:? Roger, J'le make over my ſhop and twles to thee : 
Firke, thou ſhalt be the foze-man : Hans, thou ſhalt haue an hun⸗ 
dꝛed foz twenty, be as mad knauss as pour maſter Sim Eyre 
hath beene, and vou ſhall liue ts be Sherifes of London: how 
doſt thou like me Margcrie ? P2ince am J none, pet am J 
pꝛinc elp bozne, Firke, Hod ge, and Hans. 

All 3. Jfozſeth, what ſaits your woꝛſhip miſtr is Sherife: 

Eyre. Wozſhip and honour ye Babilonian knaues, foz the 
Gentle Craft: but J fo:got myſelfe, J am bidden to mp 
EL 02d Papoz to dinner to old Fozd, he's gone befo2e, J muſt 
after: come Madge, on with pour trinkets : now my true 
Troians, my fine Firke, my dapper Hodge, my honeſt Hans, 
ſome deuice, ſame odde cxochets, ſome moꝛria, oꝛ ſuch like, 
fo2 the honoux of the men Shomakers, meet me at old 
Fo2d, pou know my ininde. Come Madgeawap, ſhut vp the 
ſhop knaues, and make Holiday. Excunt, | 

Firke. O rare, O hꝛaue, come Hodge, follow me Hans, 
Vie le be with them foꝛ a Pozrisdance, Excunt. 


Enter Lord Maior, Eyre, his wife in a Fcench-hood, Sibill, 
and other Seruants. : 

L. Mayor. Truſt me vou axe as welcome to old Foꝛd, as 
Mp felfe. BE: | 

Wife. Truely I thanke pour Lo2dſhip. 

L. Mayer. Would our had chere were wozth the thankes 
pou giue. 

Eyre. God chere my Lo2d aol, Ane chte, a fine houſe, 
fine walles, all fine and neat. 4 wy 

= | x 4. 
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L.Ma. Newby wytroth, Ve tell ther maſter Bye, 
It does me g:8d aud all ] Wiechzen, 

That ſucha mad cap ſellow as thy | elfe 
Is entred into oui ſocietie. 

Wie. A but up Lo2d hee mult lenrne-newite put on ora: 
uitie. 

Ey e. Peace Maęęy a fia fo: grauitie, when I goeto Guild⸗ 

- Hall in my Scarlet gowne, A ie lone as de nurely as a Saint, 

and ſpeake as gray as & Jullice of Peace, hut now Jaw 

here at old F©2d, ut my god Lo2d Mapa zs houte, let it goe by, 

vaniſh Maggy, Ile be merry, away with flip flap, theſe fole- 

ties, theſe gulleries: what hunny  Pzince am I none, pet am 
Pꝛincely boꝛne: what ſapes my Lo2d Mayo? 7 

T. Me. Ya, ha, ha, J hadrather than a thouſand pound, I 
had an heart but halfe ſo light as yours. 

Eyre. Why what. ſhould J doe my Loꝛd ? a pound of care 
payes not a dꝛam of debt: hum, let's be merry while we are 
poung, old Age ſacke and ſugar will ſteale vpon vs ere we be 
aware. 

L. Ma. It's well done, Piltris Eyte, pzap giue god coun- 
fell to my daughter. 

Wite. J hope miſtris Roſe will haue the grace to take no- 
thing that s had. 

I. Mo. Pꝛap God the doe; koꝛ ifaithmiſtris Eyre, 
A would heſtobo vpon that peuiſh girle 
A thouſand markes moꝛe than J meane to giue het, 
Upon condition ſhe be rul d by me. 
The Ape ſtill crofſcty me : thececane of late, 
A p2opec gentleman of faue rcucnewes, 
TWhs'n gladly J would call Bonne in law: 
But mp fine Cocknep would have none of him, 
Portle pꝛoue a-Gockſcomoe fo2 it ere vou die, 
/ ACourtier oꝛ no man muſt pleaſe pour eye. 

Eyre. Be rul'd wert Role, ch art rips fo2 a man: marric 
not with a boy that has no inoze haire on his fate than thou 
haſt on thy cheekes: a Courtier, waſh, goe ky, ſtand -not vpon 
piſherie, paſherie; thoſe filken fellowes are hut painted Jina- 

ges, outlides, outlides Roſe, their inner lings -ave tozne 
no 
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no my ie Moule, Aare us tolt be bnd like 
my Loꝛd Mavoꝛ your father ʒa wa trade, plus, 
plums: had Ja ſonne oz trie out of the 
generationand panache — he ſhontd pack: what, 
the gentle trade is a liuing foz a man thozow Europe, thozow 
the woald. 
A noiſe within of a Taber and a "ns 

I. Ma. What noiſe is this? 

Eyre. O my Lozd Papoꝛ, a crue of gudfeilowes that foꝛ 
lone to vour Honour, are come hither with a Pozriſdance;come 
in my Meſopotamians cheerilp. 


Enter Hodge, Lans, Rafe, Firke, and othei Shoc« 
| makers in a mortis: after a little danci 8 
the Lord M1yor ſpeakes. 

L. Ma. Maſter Eyre, are all theſe Shomakers - 

Eyre. All Cozdwainers my god Lozd Papoz. 

Roſe. Mob like mp Lacy lwkes yond Shomaker. 

Hans. O that J dur ſt but ſpeake vnto my loue 

L. Ma. Sibill, goe fetch ſome wine to make theſe dzinke, 
Pouare all welcome. 

All. We thanke pour Lo2dſhip, 

Role takes a cup of wine and goes to Hans. 

Roſe, Foz his ſake whoſe faire ſhape thou rep: cſenteſt, 
God friend J d2inke to thee. 

Hans, It be dancke ged trifter. 

Wife. J ſ& miſtris Role pou doe not want enen you 
haue dzunke to the pꝛopereſt man J keepe. 

be. Here be ſome haus done their parts to be as pꝛoper 
as he. 

L. Ma. Mell, bꝛgent bulineſſe cals me backe to London: 
God fellowes firſtgo in and taſt dur cheare, 
And to make merrie as porthorgeward goe, 
Spend theſe two angels in dere dt Strattoꝛd Arenen 

Eyre. To theſe two (my map lads) Simon E 
ther, then cherily Firke, ft le it Fans, ee b. the Nw 


of Shomakers. 
Again out. 
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L. Ma. Conte maſter Eyre, let s haue pour company. Exeunt. 
Roſe, Sibill what ſhall A doe⸗ 
Sibill. Why what's the matter?⸗ —, * 0 
' . 'Roſe, That Hans the ſhamaker is my lene Lacy, 
Dilguil d in that attire to finde me out, | 
Vow ſhould J finde the meanes to ſpeake with him: 

'Sib. MVNhat miſtris, neuer feare, J dare venter my mayden- 
head to nothing, and that's great oddes, that Hans the Dutch- 
u m when we come to London, ſhall not onely ſe and ſpeake 
with you, but in ſpight of all pour Fathers polices, ſteale 
pau away and marrie vou, will not this pleaſe you 

Roſe. Doe this, and euer beaſſured of wp love. 

Sibill. Awap then, and follow pour Father to London, 
Leſt your abſence cauſe him ts ſuſpect ſomething: 
To moꝛrob if mp counſell he obaide, 
J le binde you pꝛentiſe to the gentle trade. 


Enter Iane in a Semſters ſhop working, and Hammon muffled 
at another dore, he ſtands aloofe, 
Ham. Ponder's the ſhop, and there my faire loue fits, 

She's faire andlouely, but ſhe is not mine, 
D wouldlhe were, thzicehaue J tour ted her, 
Thꝛice hath mine hand berne moiſtned with her hand, 
TWhilT® my poꝛs famiſht eyes doe fed on that 
Which made them famiſh: Jam infoztunate, 
I till loue one, vet no bodie loues me, 
JF muſe in other men what women ſee, 
Chat 3 ſo want: fine miſtris Roſe wag coy, 
And this to curious, oh no, the is chaſte, 
And foz the thinkes ine wanton, ſhe denies 
| To cheare my cold heart with her ſunny spes, 
1 Vow pzettily ſhe wozkes, oh pꝛetie hand 
Ph happpwozke, it doth me godto ſtand 
Aunſerne to ſer her, thus I oft haue ſtad, 
An ktoſty euenings, a light burning by her, 
#1. E biting cold, onely ta eye her, 
7 One anely luke hath ſiem d as rich to me i” 
Asa Kings crowns, (uch is loues lunacie: 


the Gentle Craft, 


Prffied J le paſſe along, and by that try 
Whether ſhe know me. 
lane. Sir, what iff vou buy? 
What iſt vou lacke fir - tallico, oꝛ lawne, 
Fine cambzicke ſhirts, oꝛ bands, iuhat will yon bup⸗ 
Him. That which thou wilt not ſell, faith pet J le trie: 
How doe pou ſell this handkercher 2 
lane. God cheape. 
Ham. And how theſe ruſfes? 
Iane. Cheape to. 
Ham. And how this band: 
Jane, Cheape to. | 
Hain. Alt cheape, howſell vou then this hand? 
Jane. y hands are not to be ſold. 
lam. To be giuen then, nap faith come to buy. 
lane, But none knowes when. 
Lam. Gad ſwert leaue wake a little while, let's plap 
lane. J cannot liue by kœping hollidax. 
Ham, J le pap pou foꝛ tie time which ſhall be lat. 
lane. With me pou ſhall not be at ſo much coſt. 
Ham. Loke how pou wound this cloth, ſg you waund me · 
Iane. Jt map beſo. 
Ham, T's ſo. 
Jane. What remedp 2 
Ham. Nay faith pou are to cop. 
Jane. Let goe me hand. 
Ham. J will doe any taſke at pour command,. 
J would let go this beautie, were J not 
Jn minde to diſobey pou by a power 
That controules Rings: J loue pou. 
Jane. So, now part. 
Ham. With hands J map; but neuer with my heart, 
In faith J loue pou. 
Jane, J helœue pou doe. ä 
Ham. Shall a true loue in me bꝛerd . in you e 7 
Jane. I hate you not. 
Ham. Then pou muſt lone, 
Jane, J doe, whatareyon better now zu lone not you. 


Ham, 


e foꝛ France, what was his hang: 


A pleafarit Comedic of 
Ham. All this I hape is but a womans fray, 
That meanescome tome, when ſhe (rigs, away: 
In earneſt miſtris J do not ieſt, 
A true chal loue hathentcedirimp be bett, 
Alꝛue pou dearely as I da up life, 
J loue pou as a huſband loues a 8 
That, and no othetlone my loue x 
Thy wealth J know is little, my de * 1 
Thirſt not foꝛ goldſweet beautious lane what's mine, 
Shall (tf thou make mp ſelfe thine) all be thine, 
Sap, iudge, what is thy ſentence, life, oz death 
Mercie oꝛ crueltie lies in thy bꝛeath. 
Iane. God fix A doe beleye you laue me well: 
Foz tis a ſæly tonqueſt, ſcelp pꝛide, 
Fo2 one like you (A meane a Gentleman) 
To boaſt, that by his love tricks he hath bꝛought, 
Such and ſuch women to his amazors lure: 
I thinke pou doe not lo, yet many doe, 
And make it euen a very trade fo uwe: 
J could be cop, as many wawen be, 
Feed vou with Sun-ſhine ſmiles, and wanton lokes, 
But x deteſt witch- craft ſay that J 
Doe conſtantly beleeue vous, conſtant haue. 
Ham, Thy doeſt thou not belecue me 7 
lane. J belgne you, | 
But yet god fir, becauſe J will not greene ay 


. With hopes to taſte fruit which will neuer fall, 
In ſimple truth this is the ſun nue of all, 


My huſband lines, at leaſt J hope he liues, 

Pꝛeſt was he to thoſe bitter warres in France, 
Bitter they are to me by wanting him, s 

I haue but ane heart, and that heat s his due. 
Yow tan I then heſtow the ſame on pou - 
Whilſt he lines his J liue, be it nere fo phꝛe, 
And rather he his wife, than a Kings whoze. 


Ham. Chats and deare woman, Adina abuſe this, 


Although it coſt mp life, if thou refuſe, 
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Iane. Rafe Damport. ; 
Ham, Damport, her's aletter ſent 
From France tg me, from a deare friend of mine, 
A Gentleman of place, here he doth waits, 
Their names that haue beene flaine in euery fight. 
Iane. I hope deathsſcrowle containeg not my loues nauie. 
Ham. Can pou read: 
Jane. tan. 
Ham. Peruſe the ſame. 
To m remembance ſuchaname4 read 
Amongl the reſt: ſer here. 
lane. Ay me, he's dead, | : 
He's dead, if this he true my deare hearts flaine. 
tam, Yaue patience, deare loue. 
Iane. Hente, hence. 
Ham. Nayſweet lane, 
Manke not poʒe ſozrow pꝛoud With theſe rich teres, 
I mourne thy huſbands death becauſe thou mournſt. 
Iane. That vill is foꝛgde, tis ſignde by foꝛgerie. 
Ham. Ile bꝛing the letters ſent beſides to many 
Carrying the like repoꝛt: lane tis to true, 
Come, wepe not: mourning though it riſe from loue, 
Helps not tre mourned, pet hurts them that mourne. 
lane. Foz Gods ſake leaue me. | 
Hum. Whither doſt thou turnc - 
Fozact the dead, loue them tiatarealine, 
His loue is faded, trie hobo mine will thꝛiue. 
lane, Tis no no time foꝛ me to thinke on loue. 
Ham. 'Tisnow beſt time foꝛ vou to thinke on loue, becauſe 
your lone liues not. 
lane, Though he be dead, my laue ts him ſhall not he buried, 
Fo2 Gods ſake leaue me towy ſelfe alone. 
Ham. T' would kill my ſoule to leaue ther dzownd in mone: 
Anſwer me to my ſute, and J am gone, 
Say to me, pea, oꝛ no. 
lane. Ho. 
Ham. Then farewell, one farewell will not ina tome 
againe, come dꝛie theſs wet F teil me faith _ 
anc, 


\ plealant — 


lane, pea 02 no, once moꝛe. 
laue. Once moze J ſap no, once moꝛe bo gone J pꝛap, elſe 
Will J goe. 
Ham. Pay then J will grow rude, by this white hand, 
Untiil pou change that cold no, here J le and, 
Till by you hard heart 
lane. Nay foꝛ C ods lone peate, 
My ſo2rows by pour pꝛeſence moꝛe increaſe, 
Fot that you thus are pꝛelent, but all ariefe 
Deſires tobe aicne, tiercfo2ein bꝛieke 
Thus much J ſap, and ſaying bid adew, 
Ik euer J wed man it (hall be pou. 
Ham. Oh bleſſed voice, deare laue, J le bꝛge no moꝛe, 
Thy bzeath hath made me rich. 
lane. Death mates me poꝛe, Exeun:. 
Enter Hodye at his ſhop boord, Rafe, Firke, Hans, 
and a boy at worke. 
All. Mey downe, a down: dery. | 
Hodge. Nell laid my hearts, plie your wozke to day, wee 
loytred reſterdap, toit pell mell, that we way liue to be Loꝛd 
Papoꝛs, 02 Aldermen atleaſt. 


Firke, Hey downea downe dery. 
Hodge, Wellſai ifaitz,howſaiTt thou Hans,doth dot Firke 
tickle it - ? 


Hans, Paw weeſtcr. 
Firke. Not ſo neithe2, my D2gan pipe ſqreakes this 1102- 
ning foꝛ want of liquoꝛing: hey downs a downe dery. | 

Hans. Fozward Firke,tow beſt vn iolly yongſter hozt J mes 
fer it bid po cut me vn pate vanpꝛes voz meſter Etfres ** 
Hodge. Thou ſhalt Hans. 8 

Firke, Maſter. 
Hodge, How now, bop ? 
Firke, Pꝛav, now you ate inthe cutting vaine, ent me out 
a paire of counterteits, oz elle my wozke will not palſe cur- 
rant, hey downs a downe derp. 
Hodge. Tell me ũrs, are my cozen P. Priſcillas ſhoes done: ? 
Firke. Pour cozen? no maſter, one of your aunts, hang her 
let them alone. Raf 
Co 


z 
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Rafe, J am in hand with them, che gaue charge that none but 
A ſhould doe them foz her. 

Firke, Thou doe foz her: then 'twill be but a lame doing, 
and that ſhe louog not: Rafe, thon might ſt haue ſent her to me, 
in faith J would haue yearkt and fir kt your Piecilia, hey downe 
a downe derp, this geere will not hold. 

4 Hodge. How ſaiſt thou Firke ? were we not merry at Old⸗ 
W 2d? 

Firke. How merry 2 whp our buttockes went Jiggy Jog- 
gy like a quaginire: well fir Roger Oxcemneale, if thought 
all meate of thai nature, J wauld eate nothing but Bagpud⸗ 
dings. 

Rete. Of all god foztiines, my fellow Hans had the belt. 

Frke Tis true, becauſe miſtcis Roſe dꝛanke to him. 

lodge. Mell, well, wozke apace, they ſay ſeuen of the 
Aldermen be dead, 62 very licke. 

Fiche. J care net, Jie be none, | 

Rafe. £:20no2 J, but then my Y. Eyre will came quickly 
to be Lo2d Papeꝛ. Enter Sibill. | 

Firbe. Uhwpe, ponder comes Sibill, 

Hodge. $:Aili, welcome ifaith, and hobo doſt thou madde 
wench : ; 

Firk<; Sib. he, welcome to London. 

Sibill. Godamercp (wirt Firke : god Led, lodge .what a 
delicious Hop pon haue got, pou tickle it ifaith. 

Rafe. God a mercy Sibill foꝛ aur god chere at old Foꝛd. 

Sibill. That pon ſhall haue Rate. 

Firke. Nap by the maſſe, we had tickling cherre Sibill, and 
how tle plague oft thou and miſtris R-{c, and my L. Mavoꝛ⸗ 
J put the woman in firſt. 

Sibill. TWell Godamertp: but Gods me, Jfo2get my ſelfe, 
where's Hans the Flemming: 

Firke. Hearke hutter- bor, now you muſt yelp out ſome 
ſpꝛeken. 

Haus. Vat begaie gon vat bod gon Friſter. 

Sibill. Marrie you maſt come to my young Piſtris, to pull 
on her ſhoes you made laſt. 


lac. Var ben your egle fro, bare hen ꝑaux miſtris ? 
F a Sibill, 
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Sibill. Parriehere at our London houſe in Coꝛnehill. 

Firke. Mill no body ſerve her turne but Hans? 

Sibill. No ſir, come Hans I ſtand vponneedles. 

Hod. Whyp then Sibill take herd of pꝛicking. 

Sibill. Foz that let me alone, 3 hane atricke in my budget, 
come Hans. 

Hans. Paw, paw ic ſall mete pou gane. 
Exit Hans and Sibill. 

Hodge. Goe Hans, make halt ugaine: come, who lackes 
wozke : 

Fu kc. J matter, foz J lacke um bꝛeakefaſt, tis munching 


2 r 


time, end paſt. _ 
Hodge. Iſt ſo, why then leaue wozke Rafe, to bacakefaſt, f 
bop loke to the twilcs, come Rate, coms Firkc. Excunt. 


Enter a Seren gman. 

Ser. Let weſee n: w, the ſigne of the Laſt in Towerftreet, 

mas onders the houſe: what haw, who's within - 
Enter Rafe. 

Rafe, Who calls there, what want you tr - 

Ser. Barrie J would haue a paire of ſhoes made fo2 a 
Gentlewoman againſt tomozrow mozning; what can you doe 
them - | 
Kefe. Pes ſir, you ſhall haue them, but what length's her | 
fot. | | 

Ser. Why, pau muſt make them in all parts like thisſhoe, | 
but at any hand faile not to doe them, fo2 the Gentlewoman 
is to be married very earely in the mozmng. 

Rafe. Yow by this ſhwemuſtit be made: by this: are vou 
ſure ſir by this - 

Ser. Bow, by this Jam Cure, by this art thou i in thy wits - 
J tell ther J muſt haue à paire of ſh ves, doſt thou marke me 
a ny of _ two ſhwes made by this very ſhoe, this ſawe 

nt ts mozrow mozning by foure a clocke, doſt thou 
_ — tanſt doe it | 

Rafe. Pes ſir, yes, J, J, A tan do t, by this ſhoe youſaꝝ: 
would know this hs? pes lic, pes, by this ſhoe, I tan dot, 
foure a clocke, well, whither ſhall Jbzing them 

Ser. Ln tis gane of the guides ballin Watling fret, 2 | 
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quire Waden maſter Hammon, a Gentleman, my matter. 

zuf fe pea ſir, by this ſhoe you ſay. 

Ser. Jſaymaſtec Hammon at the golden ball, hes the Bꝛide⸗ 
gramme, and thoſe ſhwes are foꝛ his b2ide. 

Rafe. They ſhall be done by this ſhve ; well, well, maſter 
Hammon at the golden ſhoe, I would ſay the golden ball, well, 
very well, but J pꝛay pou ſir, where muſt maſter [12mmon be 
married: 

Scr. At Saint Faith's Church vnder Pauls: but what s that 
to ther? pꝛethee diſpatch thoſe ſhoes, — ſo farewell. 

x1f 

Rafe. By this ſhwe ſaid he, how J am amayd | 
At this ſtrange accident; vpon my life, 

This was the very ſhoe J gaue my wife 

When J was pꝛeſt foz France; ſince when, alas, 

Incuer couldheareof her: tis the fame, 

And Hammons bꝛide no other than my lane. 
Enter Firke. 

Firke. Snailes Rafe, thou haſt loſt thy part of thꝛer pots, a 

tountrieman of mine gaue me to bꝛeakefaſt. 

Rafe. J care not, J haue found a better thing. 

: Firke, A thing; away; is it a mans ting oz a womans 
thing. 
Rafe, Firke, doſt thonknow this ſhoe - 
Firke. No by mp troth, neither doth that know me: J haue 
no accquaintace with it, tis a mere ſtranger to nie. 
Rate, Mhy then à doe; this ſhoe J durſt ke ſwozne 
Once couered the inſtep of inp lane: | 
This is her ſiʒe, her bꝛeadth, thus trod my lone, 
Theſe true -loue knots J pꝛickt, J hold wp life, 
By this old thoe J ſhall finde out my wife. 
Firke. Ya ha old ſhwe, that were new, howa murren came 
this ague fit of foliſhneſſe bpon ther | 

Rafe. Thus Firke, enen now here came a terungman, 

By this ſhoe would he haue a new paire made, 

Againſt to mozrow mozning foꝛ his mtttris, 

That ss to he marriedto a Gentleman, | HO: 

And why map not this be my ſweet. lane? A | 
| F 3 | Firke, 
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Firke. And why maief not thon be my ſweet Alle ha, ha, 

Rafe, Well, laugh anaſpare not, but the truth is this, 
Againſt to moxxow mozning J'ie pꝛouide 
A luſtp crew of honeſt ſhomakers, 

To watch the goinz of the bzide to Church: 
If he pꝛoue lauc, J le take her in deſpite 
Ol Ham non and the Deuill, were he by, 
Af it be not my laue, what remedy⸗: 
Hereof 7 am ſure J ſhall line till J die, 
Although J neuer with a woman lie. 

Firke. Thau lie with a woman to build nothing but Crip⸗ 
plegates 2 Well,zGod ſends fales foztuns, and it may be he 
may light vpon his matrimeny by ſ .ch a demce, fo2 wedding 
and hanging goes by deſtinie. Excunt 

Etter Hans and Roſe arme in arme. 

Hans. How hapie an J hy embzacing thee, 
D 7 didfeareſuch troſſe miſhaps did raigne, 
That J ſhould neuer ſee my Role againe. 

Roſe. Dwet Lacy, ſince faire oppoꝛtunitie, 
Dffers her ſelfe to f ther our eſcape, 

Let not to ouer - fond eſteeme of me, 
Minder that happie houre, inuent the meancs, 
And Roſe vnil follow thee thoꝛobo all the world. 

Hans. O how J ſurfet with excelle of top, 
ade happie by toy rich perfection: . 

But fncc thou papſt ſweet intereſt ta my hopes, 
Kedouvling loue on loue, let me once moze 


Like to abold-fac'ddebtoz craue of the, | 


This night to ſteale abʒoad, and at Eyres houſe, 
Whihonow by death af certame Aldermen, 
Js $ayo2 of London, and my maſter once, 
Mette thou thy Lacy, where in ſpight of change, 
Pour fathers anger, and mine vncles hate, 
Our happy nuptials will we conſummate. Enter Sibill. 
Sibull. Oh God, what will you do miffris - ſhift foz pour 
ſelfe, your father is at hand, he's commig, he's comming, 
maſter Lacy hide your ſelfe in my miſtris, fox Gods ſake ſhift 
foʒ pour ſelues. 1 £ 
| ans. 


Hans. pour Oy tome, ſweet Roſe, what ſhall I doe: 9 
TUhere ſhall J hide ne 2 how ſhall Jeſrape: | 
Roſe, A man and want wit in ertre mitie, 
Come come, be Hans ſtill, play the ſhumaker, | 
Jull on my ſywe. Enter L. Maior. 
Jans. Mus and that s well remembꝛed. 
Sibill. Here comes pour fe t er. 
Hans. Foz ware metreſſe, tis bn god ſkobb, it call vel ditte, 
oz ve ſal niet bettallen. 
R.. O God it pincheth me, what will you doe. 
Hans. Pour fathers pꝛeſence pincheth,not the ſhwe. 
L. Ma. Cell done, fit wy darg;ter weil, and the wall pleaſe 
the well. 
Ius. PAD, paw, ick wietd dat well, foz2 ware tis vn god 
ſko, tis gi mait fon nicts leither, ſe euer mine hero. 


L. Ma. J doe beleue it, what s the newer, with yon; 
Pren. Pleaſe you the Carle of Lincoluc at ti gate is new- 
lplighted, and would ſye ke with por 
L. Ma. 
Well, well, J know h's cri and, daughter! ſe 
Send hence pour ſhomaker diſpatch, have done: 
Sib. make things handſome, fir boy folloty me. Fxit, 
Hans. My father come; O what may this poztend - 
Sweet R- le this of sur lcue thꝛcatens en end. 


R ſe. 


R. is tine owne, to witneſſe I ſpcake truth, 

Tukherc thou appointſt the place, J le mat with ther · 

J will not fixe a day to follow the, 

But pꝛeſently ſteale hence: doe not replie, 

Love which gaue ſtrength to beare my fathers hate, 

Shall now adde wings to further our oſcape. Excunt. 


L. Ma. Belcue me on my credit J ſpeake truth, 
Since firſt your nephew Lacy went to France, 
J haue not ſæne him : It ſ&m'd ſtrange tome, 
When Dodger told me that he ſtaied behinde, 
Heglecting the high charge the Ring impoſod. 
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Eier a Prentiſe. 


The Ca: le of Lincolrc £9 ve i cake with we z 


Be not diſmaid at ches, what ere befall, 


Enter Lord Maior ana Lincolne, 


Lin, 
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Lin. Truſt me (fr Roger Otley) Jdidthinke 
Pour counſell had giuen head to this attempt, 
O2awne to it by the loue he bearcs your childe, 
Mere à did hope fo finde him in your houſe, 
But now Je mine erroꝛ, — confelle 
Py iudgwnent w2ong'd you by conceunnglo. = 
1 in my houſe, ſay vou: truſt me my Lo2d, 
J loue your nephew Lacy to to dearelp, 
Do much to wꝛong his honour : and he hath done ſo, 
That firft gave him aduice ts ſay from France. 
To witnelle J ſpeake truth, I let you know 
Hob carefull J haue bene to keepe my daughter 
Free from all conference oz ſpeech of him, 
Not that J ſcoꝛne pour ne „ hut in loue 
J beare pour hcnour, left your noble blond, 
Should by my meane woꝛth be diſhonoured. 

Lin. How far the churles tongue wanders from his heart, 

Well, well fir Roger Otley, Jbelceue pou, | 


+ With moꝛe than many thankes foꝛ the kinde loue, 


So much youſceme to beare me: but my Loꝛd, 

Let me requeſt your hclpe to ſeeke my nephew, 

hom ik J finde, F'le ſtraightimbarke foz Fra nec; 

So ſhall your Roſe befree, my thoughts at reſt, 

And much care die which now lies in my bꝛeſt. Enter Sibill. 
Sibill. Oh Lo2d, helpe fo2 Gods ſake, my miſtris, Oh my 


voung miſtris. 


L. Ma. Where is thy miſtris? what s become of her: 

Sibill. She's gone ſhe's fled. 

L. Ma Gone: whither is the fled 2 

Sib. J know not foʒſoth, ſhe's ied out of dozes with Hans 
the Shomaker, Jſaw themſcud, ſcud, (cud, apace, apace. 

L. Ma. Which way? what lohn? where be my men? 

Sib. J know not and it pleaſe pour woꝛſhip. 

L. Ma. Fled with a ſhomaker, can this be true⸗ + 

Sib. O Lozd ſtr, as true as you are Lozd Papoz. 

Lin. Her loue turnd homaker : Jam glad of this. 

L. Ma. A Flemming but ter- box, aſhomaker, -- _ * * 

i 


tlie Gentle Sraſt. 
Will —— — —— my — et 
With ingratitude z con young mon, 
To loue an honnikin, a nedp knave - 
Mell let her flie, J'lenot ſlie after her, 
Let her ffarue if the will, ſhe's none of mine. 

Lin. Be not fo cruell ſir. 


Enter Firke with ſhooes. 

Sib. Jamgladſhe'sſcapt. 

I. Ma. J le not account of her as mp childe, 
Was there no better obiect fo2 her eves, 
But a foule dꝛunken lubberpſ will- bellie, 
A ſhomaker, that's bzane. 

Firke. ea foꝛſoth tis a very bꝛaue ſhoe, and as fit as a 
pudding. 

L. Ma. Hobo now, what knaue is this, from whence com⸗ 
meſt thou - 

Firke. s knane ſir, J am! Firke the ſhomaker, luttie Ro- 
gers chiefe luſty tournepman, and J come hither to take vp 
the pꝛettie leg of ſweet miſtris Roſe, and thus hoptig that pour 
wozthip is in as god health as J was at the making hereof, 
I bid pou farewell, yours Firke, 

I Ma. Stay, ſtay, fir knaue. 

Lin. Come hither ſhomaker. 

Firke, Tis happie the knaue is put befo2e the ſhomaker, oꝛ 
elſe J would not haue vouchſafed ts tome backe to you, J am 
moued, fo2 I ſtirre. 

I. Ma. Py Lo2d, this villaine calls vs knaues by craft. 

Firke. Then ' tis by the Gentle Craft,and to call one knaue 
gently is no harme: fit your wozſhip merrie : Sib pour young 
wiſtr(s, J'le ſo bob them, now my maſter ꝙ. Eyre is Reg 
Maio? of London. 

L. Ma. Tell me ſirra, whoſe man are pou. 

Firke. Jam glad to ſæ your woꝛſhip ſo merrie, Ahaue na 
maw to this gere, no ſtomac ke as yet to a red e 

Pointing to Sibill. 

Lin. He meanes not ſir to woe you to this maid, 

But onely doth demand — . EIN 


| Eicke. 
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' / Firke, J ung nototo the tuns of Rogero, Roger up fellow 
I in. Sirra,knowſt then ane Hans a ſhamaker 2 

Firke. Hans @homaker,oh yes,ffay, ves J haue him, Aten 
you what, J ſpeab it inſecret, miſtris Roſe and he are by this 
time, no not ſo, but ſhoꝛtly are to come ouer one another, with 
Can poudance the ſhakingof the ſheets ; it is that Hans, Je 
ſa gull thefe diggers. ; 

L. Ma. x nobiſt thou then where he 1s 2 © 
Firke, Yes fozſoth, yeamarry. 
Lin. Canſt thou in ſadneſſe - 
Firke. No fozſoth, no marry. - 
I. Ma. Tell me god honeſt fellow wherche is, 
And thou ſhaltſ& what J le beſtow of ther. ä 
Firke. Honeſt fellow, no ſir, not ſs ſir, my pꝛofeſſion is the 
Gentle Craft, I care nat fo; ſering, J loue feeling, let me fœle 
if here aurium tenus ten peeces of gold, genuum tem, ten peeces 
of ſiluer, and then Firke is pour man in a new paire of 
ſtretchers. 
L. Ma. Mere is an angell part of thy reward, 
TUhich J will gue ther, tell me where he is. 

Firke. o point, ſhall J betrap mp bꝛother:no:ſhall J p:ove 
Iudas to Hans: no : ſhall J cxie treaſon tomy cozpozation: ns, 
J ſhall be fickt and perkt then, but giue me your angell, your 
angell ſhall tell pou. | | - 

Li. Doe (0 god fellow, tis no hurt to the. 

Fitrke. Send ſimpꝛing dib awap. 

L. Ma. Huſwife get you in. «Ls 

Firke. Pitchers haue eares, and maidshane wide mouthes: 
but fo2 Hans pꝛaunce, bpon my woꝛd to mozrow mozning he 
and younz milfris Roi goe to thisgere, they ſhall be marrt- 
edtogether by this ruſh, oz elſe turne Firke to a firkin of butter 
to tan leather withail. "= 


L. Ma. But art thou ſure of this 2, | 

Firke. Am Jſure that Paules-ſeple is a handfull higher 
than London ffone : oz that the piliing Condit leakes nothing 
but pure mother Bunch? am Jſure Jam luſtie Firke: 'snailes 


Lin. 


the Gentle Craft. 
Lincolne, Where are they marricd 2 doft thou know tie 


ch: 

Firke. I neuer goe ta Charch, but J know the name of it, 
it is a ſwearing Church, flay a while, tis, Aby the mas: no, 
no tis, A by my troth,nonoz that, tis J by mp faith, that that; 
tis A by my faiths Church vnder Paules Croſſe, there they 
ſhall bee knit like a paire of ffockins in matrimony, there 
thep'lebe in cony. 

Lin. Upon my life my Nephew Lacy walkes, 

In the diſguiſe of this Dutch ſhomaker. 

Firke. Yes fozloth. 

Lin. Doth he not honeſt ſhomaker - | 

Firkc. o foꝛſoth J thinke Hans is no body but Hans, ng 
ſpuit. | 
, L. Ma. Þy mindemiſgines me now tis ſo indeed. 

Lin. Þy cozcn ſpeakes the language, knowes the trade. 
L. Ma. Let me requcſt pour company my Lo2d, 
Pour honourable pꝛeſente map, no doubt, 
Refraine their head · ſtrong raſhneſſe, when wy ſelfe 
Going alone, perchante map be oꝛe - boꝛne: 
Shall Jrequeſt this fauour⸗ 
Lin. This, ez What elſe. . 

Firke. Then pou muſt riſe betimes, foꝛ they meane to fall to 
their hey paſſe, and repaſſe, pindy pandy, which hand will pou 
haue very early. 

L. Ma. My card ſhall euery way equall their haſte, 

This night accept pour lodging in muy houſe, 

Che earlier ſhall we fir, and at Saint Faiths 

Pꝛeuent this giddie hare-bzaind Puptiall, 

This traficke of hot loue ſhall = cold gaines, 
They han our loues and wer le fo2bid their baines. Exit. 

Lin. At Saint Faiths Church thouſarT - 

Firke. Pcs, by their troth. | | 

Lin. Be ſecret on thy life. Exit. 

Firke. Vet when Jkile your wife, ha, ha, here'sno craft 
in the Gentle Craft, J came hither of purpoſe with ſhwes to 
Sir Rogers wozſhip, whillt Roſchis daughter be cony-catcht 
by Hans : ſoft now, theſe two gulles will be at Saint Faiths 

| G 2 BY Church 
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Church to \mozrow- mozning to take maſter B2idegrome- 
and miſtris Bꝛide napping, and they in the meane time thall 
chop vp the matter at the Sauoy: but the beſt ſpozt is, Sir 
Roger Otley will finde mp fellow lame Rates wife going to 
marric a Gentleman: and then he le ſfop her in ftead of | 
his Daughter; O b2aue, there will ke fine tickling ſpozt : 
ſoft now, what haue J to doe: O J know, now & inefe of 
ſhaomakers meat at the Wwll-ſacke in Juylane, to cozen 
my Gentleman ol lame Rafes wife, that's true,alacks alacke, 
girleshold out tacke, foz naw ſmockes foz this tumbling ſhall 
goe to wꝛacke. | Exit. 
Enter Eyre, his wife, Hans and Rofe. 
Eyre. This is the moꝛning then, ſtay mp bully, my honeſt 
Hans, is it not: | 
Hans. This is the moꝛning that muſt make vs two happie 
oꝛ miſerable, therefozc if au 
Eyre. Away with theſe fs and ands Hans, and theſe 
& ceteraes, by mine honour Rowland Lacy, none but the king 
ſhall wzong ther: come feare nathing, am not J Sim Eyre? 
Is not Sim Eyre Lo2d Maio? of London ? feare nothing Roſc, 
let them ſay all what they can, daintie come thou to me, 
laugheſt thou 2 | 
Wife. God mp Le2d ſtand her frirnd in what thing you 
may. | | 
5 Whp my [wert Lady Maggp, thinke von Sim on 
Eyre can fo2get his fine Dutch Journeyman - no vah. Jie 
J ſcoꝛnei it ſhall neuer be caff in mp teeth, that J was vn⸗ 
thankefull. Lady Maggy, thou hadſt neuer conered thy Sa- 
ratens head with this French flappe, noꝛ loaden thy bumme 
with this farthingale, tis traſh, trumperie, vamtie, Simon 
Eyre had neuer walkt in a red peticote, noꝛ woze a chaine 
of Gold but foz my fire Journepma us Poꝛtigues, and ſhall 
Jleauehim 2 No: Pꝛince am J none, yetbeare a Pzincely 
minde. 
Hans. Bp L92d, tis time to part from hence. 
Eyre. Lady Maggy, Lady Maggy, take two oz thee of my 
Pie · cruſt eaters, my Baffe-ierkin varlets, that doe walke in 
. . klackegownes at Simon Eyres heles, take them god —— 
| 9 8 488 
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Maggy, trip and gae, my b20wne Qutene of Periwigs, with 
v delicate Roſe, and my ially Rowland tg the Dawoy,[& — 
&t, countenance the marriage, and bohen it is pe, cling: 
— pou Hanboꝛow Turtle Doues, Jl 
out, come to Simon Eyre, came dwell with ine Hans, 
ſhalt eate minc'd pies, and 2 oy + Roſe, away 5 4 5 
trip and gge, my Lady Magg he Savoy. "this, Woehe 
to bed, k and away, no banith 
Wife. Farewell mp Lo2d. 
Roſe. Make haff ſwet loue. | 
Wife. Shed fains the deed were done. | 
Hans. Come my ſwe&t Roſe, faſter than Dere we S run. 
xeunt. 
Eyre. Goe, vaniſh, vaniſh, auant Jſay : by the Lozd of 
Ludgate, it's a mad life to be a Loꝛd Payoꝛ, it's a ſtirring life, 
a fine life, a veluet life, a carefull life. Mell Simon Eyre, yet 
ſet a god face onit, in the honour of Saint Hugh. Bolt, the 
Ling this day comes to dine with me, to ſee my new buildings, 
his Paieſty is welcome, he ſhall haue god cherre, delicate 
chere, p2incely chere. This dap my fellow pꝛentizes of Lor- 
don come to dine with me ta, they ſhall haue fine cherre, gentle 
man like chere. J pꝛomiſed the mad Cappadoſtans, when we 
all ſerued at the Conduit together, that if euer J came to be 


Mapoꝛ of London, J would feaſt them all, + J'lcdo't, Jledo't 


by the life of Pharaoh, by this bcard Sim Eyre will be no lin- 
cher. Beſides 3 haue pꝛocured, that vpon every Shꝛouetueſ⸗ 
dap at the ſormd of the Pancake bell, my fine dapper Allir ian 
lads ſhall clap vp their ſhop windowes, and away; this is the 
dap, and thts day they ſhall do't,they ſhall do't boycs, that dag 
are you frre, let maſters care, and pꝛentizes ſhall pzay foꝛ Si- 


on Ey 8 _ 
RT Hodge, Frike, Rafe, and fiveorſix $hoomakers, aff 


with cudgels, or fuch weapons. f 

Hodge. Come Rafe, ſtand to it Firke : my maſters, as we 

are the haue blouds of the Shomakers, heires apparant to 

Saint Hagh, and perpetuall benefactozs to all god fellowes : 

thou ſhalt haue no wzong : were Hanithova in e n 

he ſhould not delue in nthy cloſe without thy ftferance' 27 
G 3 


 Aplcafant Comedic of 
tell me Rafe, art thonſure tis thy wife * | 

Rafe. Am A fure this is Firke? This mozning iuhem 3 
firokt on her woes, J lokt vpon her, and ſhe vponme, and 
fighed, aſkt me if euer A knew one Rafe. Yes ſaid J: foꝝ his 
ſake ſaid ſbe ( teares ſtanding in her eyes) andfoz that thou art 
ſomewhat like him, ſpend this peece of gold: I take it: iy 
lame leg, and my trauell beyond ſea made me bnknowne, all 
is one fo2 that, A know ſhe s mine. 

Firke, Did the giue ther this gold 2 O glozious glittering 
gold: ſhe's thine owne, tis thy wife, and the loues ther, fo; 
J'le ſtand to t, there s no woman will giue gold to any man, 
but the thinkes better of him than the thinkes of them ſher 
giues ffluer to: and foꝛ Hammon, neither Hammen noz Hangs 
man ſhall wzong ther in London : Js not our old Yaſter Eyre 


Lozd Payoz : Speake mp hearts. 
All. Yes, and Hammon ſhall know it to his colt. 


Enter Hammon, his man, and Iane, and others. 

Hodge. Peate m bullies, ponder they come. 

Rafe. Stand to t my hearts, Firke, let me ſpeake firft. 

Hodge. No Rafe, let me: Hammon, whither away ſo earely⸗ 

Ham. Unmannerly rude ſlaue, what's that to thee 

Firke. To him tr : pes ſir, and to me, and others: god moꝛ⸗ 
row lane, how doſt thou? god Lo2d, how the wozld is chan⸗ 
ged with you, God bhethanked. | 

Ham. Tillaiges, hands off, how dare you touch my lone 2 

All. Uillaines: downe with them, cry clubs foꝛ pzentizes. 

Hodge. Yold,mphearts:touchher Hammon ? pea and moꝛe 
than that, we le carrie her away with vs. My maſters and 
gentlemen, neuer d2aw pour bird ſpits, ſhomakers are ſtele 
tothe backe, men enerpinch of them all ſpirit. 

All of Hammoiis fide. Nell and what of all this; < 

Hod. Ae ſhew vou: lane, daſt thou knew this man: tis 
Rafe J can tell the : nay, tis he in faith, though he be lam d by 
the warres, pet lake not ſtrange, but run to him, fold him a⸗ 


bout the necke and kiſſe him. 
Lane. Lines then my huſband:? oh God let me goe, 
Let me embzace my Rafe. 


Ham, 


ks 
— 


3 In ath Crafts 


Ham. What meanes my lane? 

Jane, Nay what meant you, to tell me he was Claine : 

Ham. Pardon me deare loue fo: being miſled, 
*Twagriums2d here in London thou wert dead. 

Firke, Thouſceſt he lines: Laſſe,goe packe home with him: 
now ꝙ. Hammon, where's pour miſtris pour wife - | 

Ser. wounds BY. fight foꝛ her, will you thus loſe her 2 

All. Downe wit that creature, clubs, downe with him: 

Hodge, Mold, held. 

Hang Hold fole: firs he ſhall doe no w2ong, 

Vill my lane leaue me thus, and b2eake her faith: 

Firke, Hes ſir,ſhe muſt ſir, che ſhall ſir, what then: mend it. 

Hodge. Yearke fellow Rafe, follow my counſell, ſet the 
wench in the middeſt, and let her chuſe her man, and let her 
be his woman. 

lane. Whom ſhould J chuſe 2 whom ſhould my thoughts 
But him whom Heauen hath made to be my loue » (affect, 
Thou art inp huſband, and theſe humble wedes, 

Pake ther moze beautifull than all his wealth, 
Cherefoꝛe J will but put off his attire, 
Keturning it into the owners hand, 

And cuer after be thy conſtant wife. 

Hodge, Not a ragge lane, the Law's on gur ide; be thaf 
ſowes in another mans ground fozfeits his harueſt, get thee 
home Rafe, follow him laue, he ſhall not heue ſo much as a buſke 
point from thee. 

Firke. Stand to that Rafe, the appurtenances are thine 
owne, Hamunon, loke not at her. | 

Ser, Dſwounds no. 

Firke. Blew coat be quiet, wel e giue you a new Linerie 
elſe, we le make Shaoue Tueſday S aint Georges dap foz 
vou: loke not Hammon, leare not, J'le firke vou, foz thy 
head now, one glance, one. ſherpes ope, any thing at her, 
— nat a rage, le 4 ang a Wahn hats you. to 
clowts. 

Ser. Come alter Aainmon, there” s no griuing here. 

Ham. Gadfellewes, heare me. £ e 

een Jang „n - wack 
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Parks what J offer ther: here] in taire gold, 

Js So twentls potind, J le give it fo; thy Iane, 

Ik this content thee not, * moze. | 
Hodge. Sell not thy w fe, make vets trhoze. - 
Ham. Sap, wilt thou — ceaſe thy claime in her, 

And let her be my wife 
All. No, doe not Rafe. 

Rafe. Sirra Hammon Hammon, doft thon thinke a thoe- 
maker is ſo baſe,tobe a bawd ta his owne wife fo2 comoditp- 
take thy gold, choke withit: were Jnot lame, J wouldmake 
ther eate thy woꝛds. 

Firke. A ſhomaker ſell his fleſhand bloud, oh indignitie 

Hodge. Sirra take vp pour pelfe, and be packing. 

Ham. J will not touch one permie, but in liew, 

Dfthat great wꝛong J offered thy lanc ? 

To lane and ther J giue that twentie pound, 

Since J haue faild of her, during my life, 

J vob no woman elſe ſhall be my wife : 

Farewell god fellowcs of the gentle frade, 

Pour mozning mirth mp mourning day hath made. Exit. 
Firke. Touch the gold creature if pon dare, y are beſt be 

trudging: here lane take thou it, now let's home my hearts. 

Hodge. Stap, who comes hert - lane, on againe with thy 


make. 
Enter Lincolne, Lord Mayor, and ſeruants. 


Lin. Ponders the lying barlet mockt vs ſo. 
L. Ma. Come hither ſirra. 
Firke. 3 ſtc, J àm ſirra vou meane me, doe vou not⸗ 
' Lin. here is mynephew married? 
Firke. Is he married: God giue him ioy, J am glad of it: 
they you afaire day, and hy ts ina god lun Mars 
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er Roſe, 
de hone eil 1 t Faith $24 
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Vet we tze ne! wy 
Firke. We 5 2 
Bride; 


Hodge. Come e 


tne Gentle Trait, 
Bzidegrome you loke foz J hope: though you bee Loꝛda, 


you are nat to barre by your — men from women, 
are pou ? | | | 

L. Ma. Str ſ& my daughter 's maſkf, | 

Lin. True, and my nephew, 

To hide his guilt, counterfeits him lame. 

Firke. Pea truly, God helpe the pwze couple, they are lame 
and blind. . 
Ii. Ma. Ile eaſe her blindneſſe. 

Lin. Ile his lameneſſe cure. 

Firke. Lye downe firs, and laugh, my fellow Raph is taken 
foꝛ Rowland Lacy, and lane foꝛ miſtris damaſke Roſe, this is 
all my knauerie. ; 

L. Ma. What haue J found pouminton 2 

Lin. O baſe w2etch, 

Nay hide thy face, the hozroz of thy guilt 

Can hardly be waſht off: where are thy powers ? 
What battells haue you mads 2 O pes Ilſre, 5 
Thou foughtſf with ſhame, and ſhante hath tonquer d ther; 
This lameneſſe will not ſer ue. 

L. Ma. Unmaſke pour ſelfe. 

Lin. Lead home pour daughter. 

L. Ma. Take pour nephew hence. 

Raph. Bente, ſwounds what meane pou? are you mad: J 
hope pou cannot enfo2ce my wifefrom me, wher 's Hammon ? 

L. Ma. Pour wife 25 

Lin. What Hamnion? 

Raph. Pea my wife, and therefoꝛe the pꝛoudeſt of you that 
laies hands on her firſt, Ile lay my Crutch croſſe his pate. 

firke. To him lame Raph, here s bzaue ſpoꝛt. 

Raph. Roſe call pou her: why her name is lane, loke here 
elſe, doe yon know her now ⸗ 

Lin. Js this your daughter? 

I. Ma, Nonoz this your nephew: 

My Toꝛd of U incolne, we are both abul d, 

By this baſe craftie varlet. 

Firke. Peafozſoth no varlet, fozſothno baſe, fozſoth Jam 
but means, not craftie n of the gentle Cralt. X 


= 


Ma. 
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IL. Ma. UWhherets my daughter Roſc ? where is my childe - 

Lin. Mhere is mp Nephchy Lacy married: 

Firke, Why here is god lac d mutton as J pꝛomiſt poy, 

Lin. Uillaine J'le haue the puniſht foꝛ this w2ong, 

Firke. Pumh the Jouneyman villaine, but not the Jour 
nepman ſhomaker. | Euter Dodger. 

Dod. ꝓy Lozd J come to bꝛing vnwelcame newcs, 

Pour Nephew Lacy, and pour daughter Roſe, 
Earely this moꝛning wedded at the Sauoy, 

None being pꝛeſent but the Lady Mayꝛeſſe: 
Beſtdes J learnt among the Otficers, 

The Lord Papoꝛ vowes to ſtand in their defence, 
Gainſt any that ſhallſ&ke to croſfe the match. 

Lin. Dares Eyre the Shomaker vphold the deed - 

Firke. Pes ſir, Shomakers dare ſtand in a womans quarreli 
J warrant as deepe as another, and deeper tw. 

Dod. Beſides his race to day dines with the Pavoz, 

Tho on his knees humbly intens s to fall, 
And beg a pardon foz pour Nephews fault. | 

Lin. But Ile pꝛeuent him, come fir Roger O:ley, 

The King will doe vs iuſtice in this cauſe, 
Hob ere their hands haue made them man and wife, 
A will diſtoyne the match, oz loſe my life. Exeunt. 

Firke. Adue Mounſteur Dodger, farewell foles, ha, ha. 

Oh if they had ſtaid J would haue ſo lamb' d them with flouts, 
Dheart, mp Codpeœce- point is readie to ſlpe in peces eucry 
time J thinke vpon miſtris Roſe, but let that paſſe, as mp La- 
die Papꝛeſſe ſaies. 

Hodge. This matter is anſwered : come Rafe, home with 
thy wife, come my fine Shomakers, let's to our maſters the 
new Loꝛd Papoꝛ, and there ſwagger this @hzoue-DTueſdap, 
I le pꝛomiſe you wine enough, foꝛ Madge kœpes the Seller. 

All. O rare! Madge is a god wench. N 


5 
* 


Firke. And Ile pꝛomiſe peu meat enough, foꝛ ſimpʒing Suſan 
kops the Larder, J le lead you to victualls my bʒ aue ſnuldiers, 
follow your Captains, W b2aue, hearke, hearke. Bell rings. 

All. The Pancake bell rings, the Pancake bell, tri lill my 


Firke. 


hearts. 


— 
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Firke. O bꝛaue, ohſwetbell, O delicate Pancakes, open 
the doꝛe my hearts, and ſhut bp the windowes, kepe in the 
houſe, let out the Pancakes, oh rare my hearts, let's march ta⸗ 
gether foꝛ the honoꝛ of S. Hugh, to the great new hall in Gra⸗ 
cious ſtreet cozner, which our Paſter the new Loꝛd Papoz 
bath built. 

Rafe. O the crew of god fellowes that will dine af my 
LR 92d Bayozs colt to dap. 

Hodge. The Loꝛd apoꝛ is a moſt bꝛaue man, how ſhall 
Prentiſes be bound to pꝛay fo2 him and the honour of the Gen- 
nw shoemakers ? let's feed and bee fat with my Loꝛd 

ayo2s bountie. 

Firke. O muſicall Bell fill ! O Hodge, O my bꝛethzen; 
there's chere foz the Beauens, veniſon paſties walke vp and 
downe piping hot like Serieants : Bere. and Bꝛewes comes 
marching in dzifattes, ſi itteis and Pancakes come trowling 
in wheele-bar rowes, hens and ozenges hopping in Pozters 
baſkets co:lops and egges in ſcuttles, and Tarts and 9 | 
comes quauet ing in malt ſhouels. 


Enter more prentiſes. 9 

All. TUhop, loke here. ; 

Hodge. Hob now mad lads whither away ſo faſt - 

1 Prey, Whither 2 why to the great new Hall, know pou 
not why - the Lozd Papoz hath bidden all the pzentiſcs in 
London to bzeakefaft this mo2ning. 

All. Dh bꝛaue Shwemakerloh bꝛaue Lo2d of intompꝛehen⸗ 
ſible god fellowſhip, who! hearke pou, the Pancake-Bell 
rings. Caſt v vp Caps. 

Firke. Nap moze my hearts, euery Sh2oue-tugſday is our 
yearcof Jubile : and when the Pancake-Bell rings, we ars 
as free ag my Lo2d Papoz, we may ſhut vp our ſhoppes and 
make holiday: J'le haue it call'd Saint Hughs Holidap. 

All. Agræd, agreed, Saint Hughs Holiday. 

Hodge. And this ſhall continue fo2 euer. 

All. Dhh2zane, come come my hearts, away, away, 

Firke. Deternall credit to vs of the Gygtle Craft; march 


fa nnen rare! | Excunt, 
N 4 Enter 
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Euter the King and his traine ouer the ſtage. 
King. Is our Lo2d Paioz of London ſuch a gallant⸗ 
Nobleman. One of the merrie ſt madcaps in pour Land, 
Pour Gate will thinke when pou behold the man, 
Vers rather a wilo uflian than a Paioꝛ: 
Pet thus much Jie enſure r our aieſtie, | 
In all his actions tat coacecne his ſtate, ( 
Ve is as ſecious, pꝛouident, and wiſe, 
As ſull of grauity amongſt the graue, 
As any Maioꝛ hath ber ne this many peares. 
King. Jam with child till J behold this huffe-cap, 
VEut all my doubt is when we come in pꝛeſence, 
Bis madneſle will be dacht cleane out of countenance. 
Ngþicm. It map be ſo mp Liege. 
King Which to pꝛeuent, 
Let ſome one giue him notice tis our pleaſure, 
That he put on his wonted merriment ; ; 
Set fozward. All. On afo2e,  Excunt, 


Enter, Eyte, lodge, Firke,Rafe,and other Shoomakers, 
all with napkins on their ſhoulders. 

Eyrc. Come mp fine Hodge, mytolly Gentlemen Shoma⸗ 
kers, (ſoft, where be theſe Caniballcs, theſe baciefs wy off;- 
cers 2>lct them all walke and wait vpon mp bꝛethzen, tfo2 mp 
meaning is, that none but Showakers, none but the liuerie 
of my Company ſhall in their ſattinhods wait vpon the tren⸗ 
cher of my Soueratgne.. 

Fiike, O mp X oꝛd, it will be rare. 

Eyre. No moꝛe Firke, come lively, let your fellow p2en- 

tiſes want no cheere, let wine be plentifull as beere, and bete 
as water, hang theſe peny pinching fathers, that cram wealth 
in — Lambes ſkinnes, rip knaues, auant, loke ta mp 
gueus. 

Hodge, Mp Lo2d,. we are at our wits end fo2 rome, thoſe 
| hundzed Tables will not feaſt the fourth part of them. 

Eyre. Then cquer me thoſe hundzed Tables againe and a- 
gaine, till all my iolly pzentiſes bee ed: augid, Hodge, 
runne Raph, Kinde about wp nimble Ficke, + GFA ep fa- 


the Gentle Craft. 


done healths to the honour of ſhomakers, doe they winke 


liuely Hodge? doe they tickle it Firke? 


Firke. Tickle it:ſo ne of then haue taken their liquoꝛ ſtan: 
ing ſo long, that they can ſtand no lenger: but foz meat thep 
would cat it and they had it. 


Eyte. TWant they meat # where's this ſwag-bellp, this 


greaſie kitchiuſtuffe coke, call the varlet to me:want meat: 
Firbe, Hodge, lame Rite, runne my tall men, beleaguer the 
Shambles, begger all Eutt-cheape, ſerve me whole Oxen in 
Chargers, and let Shepe whine vpon the tables like Pigs, 
koꝛ want of god fellowes to eat them. Want meat: vaniih 
Firke, auant Hodge, 

Hodge. Pour Loꝛdſhip miſtakes my man Firke, he meancs 
their bellies want meat not the bozds, koꝛ they haue dzunke ſo 
much they can eat nothing. 

Enter Hans, Roſe, and Wife. 

Wife. Mhere is my Lo2d 7 

Eyre. Holo now Lady Maggy? 

Wife. The lings molt excellent Maieſtie is new come, he 
ſenas ne foꝛ thy honoꝛ, one of his m3ſt w32ſhipſull Pæres bad 
me tell tgou muſt be mecrie, aad ſo foꝛth: but let that paſſe. 

Eyre. is my Donecaigne come: vaniſh my tall Shomakers, 
my ninble bꝛethꝛen, loke to my guelts the pꝛentiʒes: vet ſtay: 
a little, how now Hans, how lokes my little Roſe ? 

Hans. Let me requeſt pou toremember me, 

I know your honour eaſily may obtaine, 
Free pardon from the Ning foꝛ me and Roſe, 
And reconcile me to my Uncles grace. 

Eyie. Maue done mp god tans, my honeſt Journeyman, 
lwke cherily, J le fall vpen both my kners AY they be d 
as hozne, hut I le get thy par don. 


Wife. God r Lz haue a carp what p you ſpeaze. to bis 


Gzace. 

Eyre. Away you gung whitepot, 200 6 yan uber. 
arſe, you Barely pudding full me you Hild Caryo- 
nado auant, 7 ch * „dm, Eyre 

ally, goe, kcip and Gor, 70 mg Bona 


| 
} 
| 
: 
| 
! 
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pour piſherie paſherie, pour flewegandyour whirligigs, goe; 
rub out of mine alley: Sim Eyre knowes how to fpeake to a 
Pope, ta Sultan Solyman, to Tambalaine and he were here: 
and thall J melt, ſhall Jdzope befoze my Soueraigne : no, 
come my Lady Maggy, follow me Hans, about pour buſineſſe 
my frolike fræbwters: Firke, friſke about, and about, and 
_ 2 the honour of mad Simon Eyre, V: Papoꝛ of 

Ondon. 

Firke. Hey foꝛ the honour of Shwemaker s. Excunt. 


Along flouriſh ot two, enter the King, Nobles, Eyre, his Wife, 
Lacy, Roſe: Lacy and Roſe kneele. 5 | 
King. Well Lacy, though the fac was very foule, 
Df pour Kenuolting from our Kingly lone, ; 
And your owne dutie, vet we pardon pou, 
Kiſe both, and iſtris Lacy, thanke mp Loꝛd Papoz 
Foz your young bzidegzomehere. 

Eyre. So mp deare Liege, Sim Eyre and my bꝛethꝛen the 
Gentlemen Shomakers ſhall ſet pour ſwert Paieſties image 
theeke by iole by Saint Hugh, foꝛz this honour you haue done 
pate Simon Eyre, J beſtech pour Grace pardon mp rude be⸗ 
hauiour, J am ahandie crafts man, pet mp heart is without 
craft, J would be ſoʒrie at my ſoule that my bolbnefſe ſhould 
offend my King. | 

King. Nap, Þp2ay thee god Loꝛd Bapoz,be euen as merry 
As if thou wert among thy Shomake:s; . 

It does me god to ſe the in this humour. 

Eyre. Saiſt thou me ſo my ſweet Diocleſian? then humpe, 
Pꝛinte am Jnone, vet am J Pꝛincelp boꝛne, by the Loꝛò of 
Ludgate my Liege; J'le be as merrie as a Pie. 

King, Tellme in faith mad Eyre, how old thou art + 
Eyre. By Liege, a very bop, a ſtripling, a ponker, vou 
ſee not a white haire on my head, no2 a gray m this beard, 
every haite J alfure thy Paieſty that-ſfickes in this beard, 
Sim Eyre balews'at the King of Babilons ranſome, Tamar 
Chams beard waz a rubbing. — to't; yet Ile ſhaue it off, 
and ſtuffe termiſeballes with it to pleaſe my bully King, 
ug. But all this while doe not know your age. 


Eyre, 


T TT4i * L 


Eyre. Pp Liege, J am ſix and fifty yeate old, yo? I can 
cry humpe, with a ſound heart, fo2 the honour of Saint Hugh: 
marke this old wench my King, J danc't the ſhaking of the 
She&ts with her ſir and thirtie yearesagoe, and pet J hope 
to get two oz thꝛee Lo2d Payoꝛs cre J die: am luſty till,Sim 
Eyre ſtill: care; t cold lodging bꝛings white haires. y ſweet 
Maieſty, let care vaniſh, caſt it vpon thy Pobles, it will make 
thee loke always poung like Apollo, and ery humpe: Pꝛinte 
am J none, vet am J Pꝛintely bo2ne. - 

Kir g. Ha, ha, ſay Corne wall, didſt thou euer ſte his like: 

Noblem. Not Imp Loꝛd. 


Enter Lincolne and Lord Mayor. 

King. Lincolve what newes with vou: 

Lin. Mp gracious Loꝛd haue care vnto pour ſelfe, 
Fo there are Traitoꝛs here. 
All. Traitoꝛs where: who: N 

Eyre. Traitoꝛs in my houſe: God fozbid, where be my 
Officers: Jleſpend my ſoule ere mp Ring fæle harme. 

King. Mhere is the Tzaitoꝛ Lincolne ? 

Lin. Mere he ſtands. 1 

King. Corne wall, {ap hands on Lacy: Lincolne ſ peake, 
What canſt thou lap vnto thy Nephewes charge - | 

Lin. This mp deare Liege, your Grace to doe me honour, + 
Veapt on the head of this degenerous boy, | 
Deſertleſſe fauours, vou made chopce of him, 
To be Commander over powers in France, - 
But he: 2 1 

King. God Lincolng, pꝛethet pguſe a while, we 
Euen in thine eyes Jread what thou-wouldf ſpeake,, - 
J knswhow Lacy did neglect our loue, | 
Nan himſelfe derpelp (in the.higheT degree 
Into vile treaſon. et in OB iu | 

Lin. 3s an 0 TOE 110 70 11.006 an. , 

King. Lincolne, he was, now haue we pardoned him, 
Twas not a baſe want of true valours fire | 
That held him out of France, but laues deſire. 


Lin, J will nat beare hig ume vpon u backe. 2 
ng. 


The ſacred knot knit by Gods Paieſtie; 
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' King. Nox ſhalt thou Lincolne, J foꝛgius pon both. 
Liv. Then god my Liege fo? id the boy to wed 
One whofe mean birth will much diſgrace his bed. 
King. Are they not married ⸗ 

Liv. No my Liege. 

Both, Te ure. 

King. Sall J diuozte them then? O be it farre, 
That mo hand on earth ſhould dare vntts 


JF would not foꝛ my Crowne diliopne their hands, 

That are conioyn d in holy nuptiall bands: 

Vow ſaiſt thou Lacy, wouldſt thou loſe thy Roſe? 

Hans. Qat foz all Indians wealth, my Sonueraigne. 
King. But Role J'me ſure her Lacy would foꝛgoe. 
Roſe. If Role were aſkt that queſtion ſhe d ſap no. 
King. Poul, heare them Lincolre, 

Lin. Pea my Licge J doe. 

King And canſt thoufinde in heart fo part theſe two - 
TUho ſe cekcs beſides vou to diuoꝛce theſe louers ? 

L. Ma. J doe (my gratious Lo2d) Jam her father, 
King. Sir Roger Otely, our laſt Papoꝛ A thinke. 

Nob. The ſ ame my Liege. 

Kivg. Wouldpou offend Loves latves - 

Well you thall haue your wills: pou ſued to me 

To — the match: Solt, let meſee, 

Pou both are married, Lacy art thou not: 

Hans. J am dꝛead Soueraigne. 

King. Then vpon thy life, 

I charge ther not ta call this woman wife. 

L. Ma. Ithanke pour Glare. | 
Roſe, O mp moſf gracious Lo2d. kneele. 
King. Nap Roſe neuer wan me, J tell yon 2 | 
Although as yet J am a Batcheloz„ 

pet J beleene J ſhall not marrte vou. 

Roſe. Can puu dinide the body from the ſoule, 

Pet make —— Hue? 

King. 


Igannot — Jae, 
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75 — 7 uniid this 1Bzidegrwite cannot be your B: ide, 
Are pou pleaſ d Lincolne ? Quley,' are you pleaſ d 
Both. Peg my Lozd. . * 
- King. Thers muſt mp heart be eaſ d, 
Foz credit me, mp conſcience liues in pa ne, 
Till theſe whom J diuoze'd be ioynd againe: 
Lacy giue me thy hand, Roſe lend me thine, .- 
Be what you would be: kiſſe now: ſo, that's fine, 
At night (Louers) ts bed: nou let ine ſ&, 
Which of you all miſſikes this harmony 2 
L. Ma. Mill you then take from me my childe perloꝛte: 6s; 
King. Why tell me Orley ſhines not Lacys name, | 
As bzight i in the woꝛlds eve, as the gay beames 
Df any Citizen. 
Lin. Pea but my/graciougLozd, | 
J doe miſlike the match farre moꝛe than vhs 
Her bloud is to to baſe. © | 
King. Lincolne no u de, ** 
Doſt thou not know, that loue reſpecs no blond 
Cares not fo2 difference of birth oꝛ ſtate, 80 
The maid is young, well bozne, faire, vertuous, 1.4 
A wozthy Bꝛide fo2 any Gentleman: 92 F 
25cſhegpour Nephew fo2her ſake did ſtape 
To bare neteſſitie; end as Jheare,. ' 
Fozgetting honoms and an Courtly pleaſes, 
To gaine her loue became a Shomaker : 
As fo2 the honour which he laſt in Fra'ice, 
Thus J redeeme it: Lacy knele thee downe,, 
Ariſe Sir Rowland Lacy: tell me now, 
Tell me in _— Otley. canſt thou chide 7 
Seeing thy Roſe a Lady anda Bzide, 
I. Ma. J am content with what your Grace hath done. 
Lin. And J my Leige ſince there's noremedy. 
Ling. Come on then, all ſhake hands, 3 le haue yon friends 
; Where thers is much loue all diſtoꝛd ends: 
Muhat ſaies my mad Lo2d Papoꝛ to all this loue 
Eyre. O m Liege, the honour pou haue done to my fine 


Jorrnepman here, . Lacy, and all theſe farours.which 
E ou 
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you haue Gzolvne ta am this day in — will mate 
Simon Eyre line longer by one dagen af marme ners moje 
than he ſhould. 
Kirg. Nay mp madLopd Pop ( e nan. 
Af any grace of mine can length thy lite | 
One hougur mnoze J le dos ther, that now nlaings | 
Which dt thy colt in Coznehill is ereitedg. 
Shall take a name from vs, wee''e haue it call d, 
The Leadcn Hall, betauſe in digging it, 
found the lead that cauereth the ſams, 
Eyre. I thanke your Paieſty. 
W-f-. God bleſte ycur grace. 
Kir g. Lincolue, wozd with you, 
Enter Lodge, Firke, and more Shoamakers, 
Eyre. Bom now my mad k:36ves ? Peace, (poake ſof flp, 
vonder is the King. 
King. With the old trope which there we keepe i in pay, 
We will incoz poꝛate a new ſupply: 
Befoꝛe one dummer moze paſſe oe my head, 
France ſhall repent England was iniured, 
What are thoſe :; 
Hans, AU Shomakers mp Liege, | 
Sometimes myfellowes, intheir companie 
3 liud as merry as an Emperoꝛ. 
King. Pz may Lozd Pays2, ae all theſe @houwakers 2 
Eyre, All Sj5azrnakers my Liege, all Hentlemen of the 
G:ntle Craft, true Tropans, cdur Coꝛdwainers, they 
all knæle to the Shꝛine of haly Sainfrlugh. 
A. Sod ſaue pour Pateſty. 
K ng. Mad Simon, mould they any thing with vs-2 
Eyr-. Pun mad knaues not3-wozd, Jledp't A marrant 
vou. They are all Beggers uy Liege, all faꝛ thomiſetucs and J 
fo: them all, on both my kners dar intreat, that fo2 the honour 
of poꝛe Siinon Eyre, aud the gad ot his Bzethꝛen theſe mad 
knaues pour Grace would vouchlafe ſgjue pꝛiwiiege ta my 
new L eaden hall, that it may be lawfull foz vs ta hui and ſeii 
Leather there two daves ina wæke. 
King. P m Sim, 3 . ſute, you ſhall haue Patent 
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Co hold two market dayks: in Leaden- all, 
»Pondayesand Foidays, thaſe ſballhe the _— 
Mill this co pou ? - 

All. Jerns hleſſe your Grace. 
Eyre. In the name of theſe my 


r ns 


I moſt huublie, thanke pour Gracę. 

pou are in the ging veine, and we in the begging, grant Sim 
Eyre one bone noꝛe. | 

King. Nhat is it my Loꝛd Papoz ? 

Eyre, Uouchſafe to taſt of a poꝛe Banquet, that sſivetly 
waiting fo2 your ſ wert pꝛeſence. 

King. J ſhall vndoe thee Eyre only with this, 
Alreadie haue Jbene too troubleſome, 
Bap, haue J not: 

Eyrc. O my deare King, Sim Eyre cannot ſay o; vpona 
day of ſhzoung which pꝛomiſt to all the merrie Pzentiſ an” 
of London: foz ant pleaſe pon when J waspzentiſe 
J bare the water-tankard, and my coat 
Sits nota whit the wozſe vpon my backe: 

And then vpon a mozning, ſome mad boyes 

(It was Sh2oue-tueſday, euen as tis now) 

Gaue me my bꝛeakfaſt, and J ſwoze then by the ſtapple of 
my Tankard, if euer J came to be Lozd Pays; of London, 3 
would feaſt the Pꝛentiſes. This day my Liege J did it, and 
the llaues had an hundꝛed Tables fine times couered, they are 

gone home and vanilht. 
Pet adde moꝛe gloꝛie to the Centle Trade, 
Taſte of Eyes Banquet, Simon s happie made. 
King. J will taſte of thy Bauquet, and will lar, 

J haue not met moze pleaſure ona day; 

Fricms of the Gentle Craft, thankes to xou all, 

Thankes mp kinde Lady ꝙPapꝛeſſe foz our chere: 

Cone Loꝛds a while let a reuell it at home, 

When all our woꝛds and banquetings are done, 
We mult right w2ongs which Frenchmen haue bogen. 


FINIS, 


